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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

SIR, 

In allowing me to dedicate thi* 

Work to Your Royal Highness, you have con- 
ferred upon me an honour, which I feel very sen- 
sibly : and I have only to regret, that the pages 
which you have thus distinguished, are not more 
deserving of such illustrious patronage. 

Believe me, Sir, 

With every sentiment of respect, 

Your Royal Highness's 
Very grateful and devoted Servant, 

THOMAS MOORE, 
a 3 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necessary to mention, that in arranging 
the Odes, the Translator has adopted the order of 
the Vatican MS. For those who wish to refer to 
the original, he has prefixed an Index, which 
marks the number of each Ode in Barnes and the 
other editions. 
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.1 here is very little known with certainty of 
the life of Anacreon. Chamaeleon Heracleotes *, 
who wrote upon the subject, has been lost in the 
general wreck of ancient literature. The editors 
of the poet have collected the few trifling anec- 
dotes, which are scattered through the extant 
authors of antiquity, and supplying the defi- 
ciency of materials by fictions of their own ima- 

* He is quoted by Athenaus if r« *ifi r» Awwpiomr. 
vol. I. B gination, 



REMARKS ON ANACREON. 

gination, they have arranged, what they call, a 
life of Anacreon. These specious fabrications 
are intended to indulge that interest which we 
naturally feel in the biography of illustrious 
men; but it is rather a dangerous kind of illu- 
sion, as it confounds the limits of history and 
romance *, and is too often supported by un- 
faithful citation f. 



* The History of Anacreon, by Monsieur Gaeon (le poStc 
sans fard), is professedly a romance ; nor does 1 Mademoiselle 
Scuderi, from whom he borrowed the idea, pretend to his-* 
torical veracity in her account of Anacreon and Sappho. These, 
then, are allowable. But how can Barnes be forgiven, who, 
with all the confidence of a biographer, traces every wandering 
of the poet, and settles him in his old age at a country vilta 
nearTlos?: 

f The learned Monsieur Bayle has detected some infidelities 
of quotation in Le Fevre. See Dictionnaire His tori que, &c. 
Madame Dacier is not more accurate than her father : they 
have almost made Anacreon prime minister to the monarch of 

Our 
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r Our poet was bora in the city of T4os, in the 
delicious region of Ionia, where every thing re- 
spired voluptuousness •. The time of his birth 
appears to have been in the sixth century before 
Christ f, and he flourished at that remarkable 
period, when, under the polished tyrants Hip- 
parchus and Polycrates, Athens and Samoa were 
the rival asylums of genius. The name of his 
father is doubtful, and therefore cannot be very 
interesting. His family was perhaps illustrious ; 
but those who discover in Plato that he was a 



* The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for luxury. 
*' Ingenia Asiatica inclyta per gentes fee 6 re Poetae, Anacreon, 
inde Mimnermus et Amimachus, &c/' Solinus. 

•f I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad* 
but have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, " Je n'ai point 
marqu6 d'Olympiade; car pour un homme qui a vecu 85 ans 9 
il me semble que Ton ne doit point s'enfermer dans des borne* 
si fooitcs." 

B £ descendant 
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descendant of the monarch Codrus, exhibit, as 
fisual, more zeal than accuracy *. 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon re- 
commended him to the monarch of Samos, and 
he was formed to be the friend of such a prince 
as Polycrates. Susceptible only to the pleasures, 
he felt not the corruptions of the court; and 
while Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, Anacreon 
was celebrating his praises on the lyre. We are 
told too by Maximus Tyrius, that by the influence 
of his amatory songs he softened the mind of Po- 



* This mistake is founded on a false interpretation of a very 
obvious passage in Plato's Dialogue on Temperance; it origin-, 
ated with Madame Dacier, and has been received implicitly by 
many. Gail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems to claim to him- 
self the merit of detecting this error ; but Bayle had observed it 
before him. 

lycrates 
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lycrates into a spirit of benevolence towards bis 
subjects*. 

The amours of the poet, and the rivalship of 
the tyrant f, I shall pass over in silence; and 
there are few, I presume, who will regret the 
omission of most of those anecdotes, which the 
industry of some editors has not only promulged, 
-but discussed. Whatever is repugnant to modesty 
and virtue is considered in ethical science, by a 
supposition very favourable to humanity, as im- 



* AvoKpiw Lofton IlQXvjtyarw V"f**>* Maxim* Tyr. § at, 
Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances of the in- 
fluence of poetry. If Gail had read Maxim us Tyrius, how could 
tie ridicule this idea in Moutonnet, as unauthentacmter} ? 

+ In the romance of Clclia, the anecdote to which I allude 
is told of a young girl, with whom Anacreon fell in love while 
the personated the god Apollo in a mask. .But here Mademoi- 
selle Scuderi consulted nature more than truth. 

b 3 possible; 
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possible ; and this amiable persuasion should be 
much more strongly entertained, where the trans- 
gression wars with nature as well as virtue. But 
why are we not allowed to indulge in the pre- 
sumption ? Why are we officiously reminded that 
there have been such instances of depravity i 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens 
the power which his father Pisistratus had usurp- 
ed, was one of those elegant princes who have 
polished the fetters of their subjects. He was 
the first, according to Plato, who edited the 
poems of Homer, and commanded them to be 
sung by the rhapsodists at the celebration of the 
Panathensea. As his court was the galaxy of 
genius, Anacreon should not be absent. Hip- 
parchus sent a barge for him; die poet embraced 

the 
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the. invitation^ and the muses and the loves were 
wafted with him to Athens *• 

The manner of Anacreon's death was singular. 
We are told that in the eighty-fifth year of his 
age he was choked by a grape-stone f; and how- 
ever we may smile at their enthusiastic partiality, 
who pretend that it was a peculiar indulgence of 



• There is a very interesting French poem founded upon this 
anecdote, imputed to Desyvetaux, and called " Anacreoa 
Citoyen." », 

f Fabricius appears not to trust very implicitly in this story. 
" Uvae pass^e acino tandem suffocatus, si credimus Suidae in 
*»»Mnif ; alii enim hoc mortis gCnere periisse tradunt Sopho- 
clem." Fabricii Bibliothec. Grac lib. ii. cap. 15. Ic must be 
confessed that Lucian, who tells us that Sophocles was choked 
by a grape-stone, in the very same treatise mentions the longe- 
vity of Anacreon, and yet is silent on the manner of his death* 
Could be have been ignorant of such a remarkable coincidence, 
or, knowing, could he have neglected to remark it ? See Reg- 
toier's introduction to his Anacreon. 

* 4 Heaven 



)2 BEMARKS ON ANACREON. 

Heaven which stole him from the world by this 
easy and characteristic death, we cannot help- 
admiring that his fate should be so emblematic 
of his disposition. Cselius Calcagninus alludes to 
this catastrophe in the following epitaph on our 
poet : 

* Then, hallow'd Sage, those lips which pour'd along 
The sweetest lapses of the cygnet's song, 
A grape has clos'd for ever ! 
. Here let the ivy kiss the poet's tomb, 

Here let the rose he lov'd with laurels bloom, 
In bands that ne'er shall sever 1 

* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara mis it ; 
Cygncae clausit qui tibivocis iter. 
Vos, hederae, tumulum, tumulum vos cingite lauri 

Hoc rosa pcrpctuo vernet odora loco ; 
At vitis procul hinc, procul bine odiosa facessat, 

Quae causam dine protulit, uva, necis, 
Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare, 
In vatem tantum qua fuit ausa nefas. 
Cselius Calcagninus has translated or imitated the epigrams ut 
mv Mvpcrtot $«r which are given binder the name of Anacreon. 

- * Biit 
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But far be thou, oh ! far, unholy vine, 

By whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine 

Expir'd his rosy breath j ' 
Thy God himself now blushes to confess, 
Unholy vine! he feels he loves thee less, 

Since poor Anacreon*s death .! 



• There can scarcely be imagined a more delight* 
Ail theme for the warmest speculations of fancy 
to wanton upon, . than the idea of an intercourse 
between Anacreon and Sappho. I could wish to 
believe that they were cotemporary :. any thought 
of an interchange between hearts so congenial 
in warmth of passion and delicacy of genius, 
gives such play to the imagination, that the mind 
loves to indulge in it; but the vision dissolves 
before historical truth ; and Chamaeleon and Her- 
mesianax, who are the source of the supposition, 

ate 
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are considered as having merely indulged in a poe- 
tical anachronism *. 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from 
<he tone of sentiment which pervades his works, 
is sometimes a very fallacious analogy : but the 
soul of Anacreob speaks so unequivocally through 
his odes, that we may consult diem as the 
faithful mirrors of his heart f. We find him 
; theitf 

* Barnes is convinced of the synchronism of Anacreon and 
Sappho $ but very gratuitously. In citing his authorities, it is 
strange that he neglected the line which Fulvius Ursinus has 
quoted, as of Anacreon, among the testimonies to Sappho : 

Ei^u \etCw ijMtpn* £ovp« mp&ifdy aXvpmnu 
Fabricius thinks that they might have been cotemporary, bat 
considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossius rejects 
the idea entirely : as also' Olaus Borrichias, Sec Ire. 
' f An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleau's translation of 
Anacreon, pretends to imagine that our bard did not feel as he 

Lyaeum, 
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there the elegant voluptuary, : diffusing, the se- 
ductive charm of sentiment over passions and 
propensities at which rigid morality must frown. 
-His heart, devoted to indolence, seems to ttink 
that there is wealth enough in happiness, but 
seldom happiness enough in wealth; and the 



Lystum, Venercm, Cupidincmqua 
Senex lusit Anacreon poeta. 
Sed quo tempore nee capaciores 
Rogabat cyathos, nee inqnietis 
Urebatur amoribua, ted ipsis 
Taatum versibus et jocis amabat, 
Nullum prae se habitum gorens amantia, 

To Love and Bacchus ever young. 

While sage Anacieon louch'd the lvre, 
He neither felt the loves he sung, 

Nor fitl'd his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days had faded .long, 

When youth could act the lover's part ; 
And passion trembled in his song, 

But never, never, reach'd his heart* 

cheerfulness 
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cheerfulness with which he brightens his old age 
is interesting and endearing : Jike his own rose, 
•he is fragrant even in decay. But the most pe- 
culiar feature of his mind is that love of sim- 
plicity, which be attributes to himself so very 
feelingly/ and which breathes characteristically 
through all that he has sung. In truth, if we 
omit those vices in our estimate which ethnic 
religion not only connived at, but consecrated, 
we shall say that the disposition of our poet 
was amiable ; his morality was relaxed, but not 
abandoned* and Virtue, with her zone loosened, 
may be an emblem of the character of Ana- 



Of 



* Anacreon's character has been variously coloured. Barnes 
lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration, but he is always 
extravagant, if not sometimes even profane. Monsieur Baillet, 
who is in the opposite extreme, exaggerates too much the 
4 testimonies 



I 
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• Of his person and physiognomy time has pre-' 
served such uncertain memorials, that perhaps it 
were better to leave the pencil to fancy ; and few 
can read the Odes of Anacreon without ima- 
gining the form of the animated old bard!, 
crowned with roses, and singing to the lyre; 
but the head prefixed to this work * has been 

considered 

testimonies which he has consulted ; and we cannot surely, 
agree with him when he cites such a compiler as Athensras, as 
«< uncles plussavans critiques de rantiquiteV* Jngementdea 
Scavans, M.CV. 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he refers, 
when he accuses Le Fcvrc of having censured our poet's cha- 
racter in a note on Longinus ; the note in question is manifest 
irony, in allusion to some reprehension which Le Fevre had, 
suffered for his Anacreon ; and it is evident that praise rather' 
than censure is intimated. See Johannes Vulpius de Utilitate 
Poetices, who vindicates our poet's reputation. 

* It is taken from the Bibliotheca of Fulvius Ursinus. Bel-, 
lorius has copied the same head into his Imagines. Johannes 
Fabcr, in his description of the coin of Ursinus, mentions 
:'■■■- another 
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considered so authentic, that we scarcely could 
be Justified in the omission of it ; and some have, 
thought that it is by no means deficient in that 
benevolent suavity of expression which should cha- 
racterize the countenance of such a poet. 

After the very enthusiastic eulogiuins bestowed 
by the ancients and moderns upon the poems of 

another head on a very beautiful cornelian, which he sup- 
poses was worn in a ring by some admirer of the poet. In the 
Iconographia of Canini there is a youthful head of Anacreon 
from a Grecian medal, with the letters TEIOX around it; on 
the reverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right 
hand, and a dolphin in the left, with the word TlANftN, 
inscribed, "volendoci denotare (says Canini) che quelle cit- 
tadini la coniassero in honore del suo compatriota poeta." 
There is also among the coins of De Wilde one, which, though 
it bears no effigy, was probably struck to the memory of Ana- 
creon. It has the word THI AN, encircled with an ivy crown. 
•* At quidni respicit haec corona Anacreontem, nobikm lyii- 
cum?" De Wilde, 

% 5 Anacreon, 
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jtaacreon*, we need not. be diffident in e&* 
pressing our. raptures .at their beauty, nor hesitate 
to pronounce diem the most polished remains of 
antiquity +. They are all beauty, all enchant* 

menu 

* Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, elegies* 
epigrams, &c. Some of the epigrams still exist, Horace at 
ludes to a poem of his upon the rivalry of Circe and Penelope 
in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 1 7. The scholiast- upon 
Ntcander cites a fragment from a poem upon sleep 1>y Anacreon, 
find attributes to him likewise a medicinal treatise. Fulgentius 
jnentions a work of bis upon the war between Jupiter and the 
Titans, and the origin of the consecration of the eagle. 
;. f See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, fcc. " His style (says Sea* 
liger) is sweeter than the juice of the Indian reed-" Poctices 
lib. i. cap. 44. " From the softness of his verses (says Olaus 
Borrichius) the ancients bestowed on him the epithets sweet, 
delicate, graceful, &e." Dissertationes Academics, de Poetis, 
piss. 2. Scaliger again praises him in a pun; speaking of the 
iv&»9, or ode, " Anacreon autem non solum dedit haec p%\% 
scd etiam in ipsis mella" See the passage of Rapin, quoted by 
all the editors. I cannot omit citing the following very spirited 
apostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed to the 
Pairta edition : « O vos sublimes anima, vos Apollinis alumni, 

qui 
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inent *. He steals us so insensibly along with 
him, that we sympathize even in his excesses. 
Ill his amatory odes there is a delicacy of com- 
pliment not to be found in any other ancient 
poet. Love at that period was rather an unre- 
fined emotion ; and the intercourse of the sexes 
was animated more by passion than sentiment. 
They knew not those little tendernesses which 



yqui post unum Alcmanem in toti Hellade lyricam poesim 
exsuscitastis,coluistis, amplificastis, quaeso vos an ullus unquam 
fuerit vates qui Teio cantor i vel naturae candore vel mctri sua- 
vitate palmam praeripuerit." See likewise Vincenzo Gravini 
della Rag. Poetic, libro primo, p. 97. Among the Ritratti del 
Cavalier Marino, there is one of Anacreon beginning Cingetemi 
la fronte, &c. &c. 

* " We may perceive,*' says Vossius, " that the iteration of 
his words conduces very much to the sweetness of his style.** 
Henry Stephen remarks the same beauty in a note on the forty- 
fourth Ode. This figure of iteration is his most appropriate 
grace. The modern writers of Juvenilia and Basia have adopt- 
ed it to an excess which destroys the effect. 

form 
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form the spiritual part of affection ; their ex- 
pression of feeling was therefore rude and unva- 
ried, and the poetry of love deprived of its most 
captivating graces. Anacreon, however, attain* 
ed some ideas of this gallantry,' and the same 
delicacy of mind which led him to this refine- 
ment, prevented him from yielding t# the free-* 
dom of language, which has sullied the pages 
of all the other poets. His descriptions are 
warm ; but the warmth is in the ideas, not the 
-words. He is sportive without being wanton, 
tmd ardent without being licentious. His poetic 
invention is most brilliantly displayed in those 
allegorical fictions, which so many have endear 
voured to imitate, because all have confessed them 
to be inimitable. Simplicity is the distinguishing 
feature of these odes, and they interest by their 
vol. i. c innocence, 
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innocence, while they fascinate by their beauty; 
they are, indeed, the infants of the Muses, and 
inay be said to lisp in numbers. 

r I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality 
by those who have read and felt the original ; but 
to others I am conscious that this should not be 
the language of a translator, whose faint reflection 
?f these beauties can but little justify his admiration 
©f them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry were 
inseparable, These kindred talents were for a 
long time associated, and the poet always sung 
bis own compositions to the lyre. It is probable 
that they were not set to any regular air, bwf 
sather a kind of musical recitation, which was 

• Taried 
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varied according to the fancy and feelings of tbt 
moment *. The poems of Anacreon were sung 
at banquets as late as the time of Aulus GelHus, 
>vho tells us that he heard one of the odes per- 
formed at a -birthday entertainment f . 

The singular beauty of our poet's style, and 
perhaps the careless facility with which heap- 

* In the Paris edition there are four of the original odes set 
♦b music, by Citizens Le Sueur, Gossec, Mehul, and Cherubim 
— " On chante du Latin et de Vltalien," says Gail, " quelque- 
fois m£me sans les entendre ; qui empeche que nous ne chan- 
tions des odes Grecques ?" The chromatic learning of these 
composers is very unlike what we are told of the sirapld melody 
of the ancients j and they have all mistaken the accentuation of 
the words. 

f The Parma commentator is rather careless in referring to 
this passage of Aulus Gellius (lib. xiz. cap. 9). The ode was 
riot sung by the rhetorician Julianus, as he says, but by the 
minstrels of both sexes, who were introduced at the entertain* 
rhent. 

c 2' pears 
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peats to have trifled, have induced, as I re- 
marked, a number of imitations. Some have 
succeeded with wonderful felicity, as may be 
discerned in the few odes which are attributed to 
writers of a later period. But none of his emu- 
lators have been so dangerous to his fame as 
those Greek ecclesiastics of the early -ages, who, 
conscious of inferiority to their prototypes, de- 
termined on removing die possibility of compa- 
rison, and, under a semblance of apotal zeal, de- 
stroyed the most exquisite treasures of anti- 
quity *. Sappho and Alcaeus were among the 
victims of this violation ; and the sweetest 
flowers of Grecian literature fell beneath the 



* Sec what Cdlomesius, in his " Literary Treasures," has 
quoted from Alcyonius de Exilio : it may be found in Baxter. 
Colomesius, after citing the passage, adds, 4i Haec auro contra, 
oara non potui non apponere/* 

rude 
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rude hand of ecclesiastical presumption. It n> 
true they pretended that this sacrifice of genius 
was canonized by the interests of religion ; but I 
have already assigned the most probable motive *; 
andif Gregorius Nazianzenus had not written Ana- 
creontics, we might now perhaps have the works\ 
of the Teian unmutilated, and be empowered to< 
say exultingly with Horace, 

Nee si quid olim lusit Anacreoa 
Delevit aetas. 



* Wc may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesius r that he made Anacreon and Sappho his rao* 
dels of composition. 

A71 fj.01 Xiyua $opwy$ 

Mirct Tnioiit aoiSav, 

MiTot AiffCiay ti /u.o\rxt. 

Margmniixs and Daraasccnus were likewise authors of pious 
Anacreontics. 

c 3 The: 
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The zeal by which these bishops professed to be 
actuated, gave birth more innocently, indeed, to 
an absurd species of parody, as repugnant to 
piety as it is to taste, where the poet of volup- 
tuousness was made a preacher of the gospel, 
and his muse, like the Venus in armour at La- 
cedaemon, was arrayed in all the severities of 
priestly instruction. Such was the " Anacreoq 
Recantatus," by Carolus de Aquino, a Jesuit, 
published 1701, which consisted of a series of 
palinodes to the several songs of our poet. Such 
too was the Christian Anacreon of Patrignanus, 
another Jesuit*, who preposterously transferred 



* This, perhaps, is the *' Jesuita quidam Graeculus" al- 
luded to by Barnes, who has himself composed an Ata*p§m 
XpifMvot, as absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully 
executed. 



to 
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to a most sacred subject all that Anacreon had 
suDg to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted 
by the modern Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubr 
raannus, Barthius *, and others, have evhiced, 
that it is by no means uncongenial with that 
language f. The Anacreontics of Scaliger, how*- » 

• I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Bar- 
thius, written just after his' death, .which mentions many moie 
Anacreontics of his than I believe have ever been published, 
f Thus too Albertus, a Danish poet : 
Fidii tui minister 
Gaudebo semper esse, 
Gaudebo semper illi 

Litare thure mulso ; ' 

Gaudebo semper ilium 
Laudarc pumilillis 
Anacreonficillis. 

See the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaartf. 

These .pretty littlenesses defy translation. There is a vtry 

beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo Grotius. See Lib. i. Farraginis. 

c 4 ever, 
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ever, scarcely deserve the name ; they are glit- 
tering with conceits, and, though often elegant* 
are always laboured. The beautiful fictions of 
Angerianus # have preserved more happily than 
any, the delicate .turn of those allegorical fables, 
which, frequently passing through the mediums of 
version, and imitation, have generally lost their 
-finest rays in the transmission. Many of the 
Italian poets have sported on the subjects, and 
in the manner of Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso 
fir3t introduced the metre, which was afterwards 
polished and enriched by Chabriera and others +. 
If we may judge by the references of Degen,. 
the German language abounds- in. Anacreontic 



* From AngeiiaiHH, Prior has taken his most elegant my- 
thological subjects. 
. f See Crescimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes> 

imitations: 
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mutations : and Hagedorn* is one among many 
who have assumed him as a model. La Farre, 
Chaulieu, and die other light poets of France, 
have professed too to cultivate the muse of T6os ; 
hut they have attained all ber negligence with little 
of the grace that embellishes it. In the delicate 
bard' of Schirasf we find the kindred spirit of 
Anacreon r some of his gazelles, or songs* possess 
all the.character of our poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions 
©f Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are in- 
debted for having first recovered his remains 

- * « L'aimable Hagedorn vaut quelquefois Anacreon.*' Doraty, 
Sd£e de la Poesic Allemande. 

f SeeToderini on the learning of the Turics, as* translated* 
by de Cournard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians ac- 
quainted with Anacreon. Seo his Life, prefixed to a translation, 
•f his Satires, by the Abt* de Guaseo. 

from 
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from the obscurity iu which they had reposed 
for so many ages. He found the 7th ode, as 
we are told, on the cover of an old book, and 
communicated it to Victorius, who mentions 
the circumstance in bis. "Various Readings." 
Stephen was. then very young ; and this discos- 
very was considered by some critics of that day 
as a, literary imposition *.«. In 1554, however, 
he gave Anacreon tp the world f> accompanied* 

* Robertellus, in his work " De Ration* corrigendi," p?©- 
nounces these verses to be the triflings of some insipid Grsecist. 
f Ronsard commemorates this event . 

Je vay boire a Henri Etienne, * } 

Qui des enfers nous a rendu, 
Du vieil Anacreon perdu, 
La douce lyre Telenne.— -Ode xv. Book 5. 
I fill the bowl to Stephen's name, 

Who rescu'd from the gloom of night 
The Teian bard of festive tame, 
And brought his living lyre to light. 
, . with 
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with annotations and a Latin version of the 
greater part of the odes. The learned still he- 
sitated to receive them as the relics of the Teian 
bard, and suspected them to be the fabrication 
of some monks of the sixteenth century. This 
Mas an idea from which the. classic muse re- 
coiled; and the Vatican manuscript, consulted 
by Scaliger and Salmasius, confirmed the an-* 
Equity of most of the poems. A very inaccurate 
copy of this MS. was taken by Isaac VossiuS; 
and this is the authority which Barnes has fol-» 
lowed in his collation ; accordingly he misre-i 
presents almost as often as he quotes; and the 
subsequent editors, relying upon him, have 
spoken of the manuscript with not less confi- 
dence than ignorance. The literary world has 
at length been gratified with this curious memo- 
rial 
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rial of the poet, by the industry of the Abbe Spa* 
letti, who, in 1781 , published at -Rome a fee-simile 
•f the pages of the Vatican manuscript, which con- 
tained the odes of Anacreon *.. 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the 
editions and translations of Anaereon. I find 
their number to be much greater than I could pos- 
tibly have had an opportunity of consulting. I 
shall therefore content myself with enumerating 
those editions only which I have been able to- 
collect; they are very few, but I believe they are 
the most important. 



* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old' as- the 
tenth century, was brought from the Palatine into the Vatican 
library ; it is a kind of anthology of Greek epigrams ; and in 
the 67th page of it are found the Dpu«pCta <jv//.vo<rtaxa of Ana<* 
creon. 

The 
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The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at Paria 
~— the Latin version is by Colomesius attributed to 
John Dorat *. 

The old . French translations, by Ronsard and 
Belleau— the former pablishedin 1555, the latter 
in 1556. It appears that Henry Stephen com* 
municated his manuscript of Anacreon to Ron- 
sard before he published it, by a note of Muretut 
upon one of the sonnets of that poet f. 

The edition hy Le Fevre, 1660. 



* " Le mgme (M. Vossius) m'a dit qu'il avoit possed* un 
Anacreon, ou Scaligcr avoit marque" de sa maip, qu'Henri 
Btienne n'6toit pas I'auteur de la version Ratine des odes de c© 
j>oete, mais Jean Dorat." Paulus Colomesius, Partioularites. .• 

Colomesius, however, seems to have relied too implicitly 
<>n Vossius— almost all these Particularitcs begin with " M. Vos- 
sius m'a dit." 

*f " La fiction de ce sonnet, comme I'auteur meme m'a dit, 
♦est prinse d'une ode d' Anacreon, encore non imprime', qu'il a 
4epuis ttaduit w p.tv pita xibfav." 

The 
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' The edition by Madame Dacier, 16$1, with a 
prose translation *. 

The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a trans- 
lation m verse; 

The edition by Baxter, Loudon, 1695. 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1704. 

u L'Histofre des Odes d'Anacreoii," by Mon- 
sieur Ga^on; Rotterdam, 1712. 

A translation in English verse, by several 
hands, 1713, in which the odes by Cowley are 
inserted. 
• The editiort by Barnes ; London, 1721. 

r riie edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a Latin 
version in elegiac metre. 



* The author of Nouvelles dc la R6pub. dcs Lett, praises 
this translation very liberally, I have always thought it vague 
afid spiritless. - 

A tram- 
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A translation in English verse, by John Ad- 
Edison, 1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, 
published at Venice, 17*6, consisting of those by 
Cbrsini, Regnier *, Salvini, Marchetti, and one by 
several anonymous authors f„ 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
Doctor Broome, 1760 J. 

Another, anonympus, 1 ?C8y • + v 



* The notes of Regnier are not inserted in this edition ; they 
must be interesting, as they were for the most part commu- 
nicated by the ingenious Menage, who, we may perceive, be- 
stowed some research on the subject by a passage in the Mena- 
giana — " C'est aussi lui (M. Bigot) qui s'est donne la peine dc 
conferer des manuscrits en Italie dans le terns que je tiavaillois 
sur Anacreon." Mcnagiana, seconde partie. 

f I find in Haym's Notizia de' Libri rari, an Italian trans- 
lation mentioned, by Caponne in Venice, 1670. 

$ This is the most complete of the English translations. 

The 
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The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; witk 
the fac-simile of the Vatican MS. 

The edition by Degen, 1786, who published 
also -a German translation of Anacreon, esteemed 
the best. 

A translation in English verse, by Urquhart, 

The edition by Citoyen Gail, at Paris, 7th year, 
1799, with a prose translation. 



ODES 



ODES 



OF 
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ODE I. 

I saw the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The minstrel of the Teian measure; 
T was in a vision of the night, 
He beam'd upon my wondering sight ; 
I heard his voice, and warmly prest 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 



His 



This ode is the first of the series in the Vatican manuscript, 
which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. They 
who assert that the manuscript imputes it to Basilius, have 
been misled by the words T* «*vt» frwJu*** in the margin, 

vol. i* » which 
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His tresses wore a. silvery die, 
But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled io his eyes of fire, 
Through the mist of soft desire* 

which are merely intended ts a title to the following ode. 
Whether it be the production of Anacreon or not, it has all the 
features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiful imitation of 
the poet's happiest manner. 

Sparkled in his eyes of \pre^ 

Through the mist of soft, desire.] " How could he know at the 
first look (says Baxter) that the poet was ptXtmos ?" there are 
surely many tell-tales of this propensity; and the following 
are the indices, which the physiognomist gives, describing a 
disposition perhaps not unlike that of Anacreon: OpQaXp** 

*X0$9fA4VOt+ MVpUUfOTTU W OVT9K, U4 «tyo3l#J« Xtfl W*o8u*9 

•vronrrtfi* m It ah**i 9 wn x***py<u, *ti $,v€tm paoXns, m 
m/j**ot. Adamanthis. " The eyes that are humid and fluc- 
tuating show a propensity to pleasure and love;- they. bespeak 
too a mind of integrity and beneficence, a generosity of dispo- 
sition, and a genius for poetry." 

Baptista Porta tells us some strange opinions of the ancient 
physiognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were 
curious, and perhaps not altogether fqaciful. Vidt Physiognom. 
Joban. Baptist* Forte. 

Hi* 
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His lip exhaf d, whene'er he sigh'd, 
Tlie fragrance of die racy tide $ 
And, as with weak and reeling feet, 
He came my cordial kiss to meet, 
An infant, of the Cyprian band, 
Guided him on with tender hand* 
Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 
I took the braid of wanton twine, 
It breath 'd of him, and blustfd with wine ! 

I hung 

1 tool the braid of^manhm fim*e> 

It breath* d of him, &c] Philottratas hat the same thought 

in one of his Uftmn*, where he speaks of die gailand which 

he had sent to his mistress. E* It fimXn rt $tX* x*t •{•»•••# *• 

fcti^*** trTm/u.^,0?, /kdxiti wvtnra {oImt fynot atom mm oiw 

" If thou art inclined to gratify thy lover, send him back the 

remains of the garland, no longer breathing of roses only, but 

of thee !" Which pretty conceit is borrowed (as the author 

of the Observer remarks) ia a well-known little song of Ben 

Jonson's : 

» a "But 
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I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 
I feel that e'en his garland's touch 
Can make the bosom love too much ! 



" But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

• '* And sent it back tor me ; 
«« Since when it looks and smells* I swear, 
«« Not of itself, but thee !" 
And ah ! 7 feel its magic now /]' * This idea, as Lonfcepierre 
remarks* is£n an epigram of the seventh book of the Antho- 
logia. 

Efori (Mt ttiyom *v>cf*«<ra X«fixX» 
AaGp-n tm thus a/uf i€*Xi ftpaios, 
Hv{ oA«o» $4t*r« /m* 
"While I unconscious quafTd my wine, 

T was then thy fingers slily stole 
Upon my brow that wreath of thine, 
1 Which since has madden'd all my soul! 
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ODE II. 

Give me the harp of epic song, 
. Which Homer's finger thrill'd along,; 
But tear away the sanguine stringy 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 
I 'm monarch of the board to-night ; 
And all around shall brim as high, 
And quaff the tide as deep as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse, 

Proclaim tit lavas of ftitai rite."} The ancients prescribed 
certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an account of 
which see the commentators. Anacreon here acts the sym- 
posiarch, or master of the festival. I have translated according 
to those, who consider xwrtM* &i*/mi» as an inversion of dt*/*»f 
xnrtXA«r, 

D 3 Our 
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Our feet shall catch th' elastic bound. 
And reel us through the dance's round* 
Oh Bacchus ! we shall sing to thee, 
In wild but sweet ebriety J 
And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone hare taught I 
'Then give the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrilTd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing I 
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©Dfc IIL 

Listen to the Muse's lyre. 
Master of the pencil's fire I 
Sketch'd in painting's bold display, 
Many a city first portray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 
Piping as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 



Monsieur La Fosse has thought proper to lengthen this poem 
by considerable interpolations of his own, which he thinks arc 
indispensably necessary to the completion of the description. 

D 4 Paint 
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Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this portray, 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid ptore. 
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ODE IV. 

Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 
I do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 
For war was ne'er a sport of mine. 
No— let me have a silver bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul : 
But let not o'er itashnple frame 
Your mimic constellations Hanie ; 
Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling 6Vr ihe tide. 
I care not for the ^ia ring Wain, 
Nor yet the weeping sister train.. 

This is the ode which Aulus Gellius tells us was performed 
byminstrels at an entertainment where he was present. 

But 
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But oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lip'd bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade* 
Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes. 



Wkilt mom/ a TQU-litfd bacrhant maid, &c] I have given this 
according to the Vatican manuscript, in which the ode con- 
cludes with the following lines, not inserted accurately U> any 
•f the editions: 

II«i«#oy a/wrtXwt /*oi 
Km fhrfvas **** kvrtn 

Ilain 2t Xrtf<n otr* 9 
AwoCar* *<xr*rrat, 
Tw wrvfut ifxkmroty 

'0/m x*X*» Avant, 

And 
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-And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 
While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons die rosy vintage-Power. 
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ODE y. 

Grave me a cup with brilliant grace, 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 
Which on the shrine of Spring reposes, 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites, 
In which religious zeal delights ; 
Nor any tale of tragic fate, 
Which history trembles to relate ! 

Degen thinks that this ode is a more modern imitation of the 
preceding. There is a poem by Cselias Calcagninus, in the 
manner of both, where he gives instructions about the making 
of a ring. 

Tornabis annulum mihi 

fit fobre, et apte, et commode, Jcc* &c. 

No— 
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No— cull thy fancies from above, 

Themes of heav'n and themes of lbv*» 

Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy, 

Distil the grape in drops of joy, 

And while he smiles at ev'ry tear, 

Let warm-ey'd Venus, dancing near, 

With spirits of the genial bed, 

The dewy herbage deftly tread. 

Let Love be there, without his arms, 

* In timid nakedness of charms ; 

And 

Let Love be there, without his arms, Gfc .] Thus Sannazaro in 
the eclogue of Gallicio nell' Arcadia : 

Vcgnan li vaghi Amori 
Senza fiammelle, 6 strati, 
Scherzando insicme pargoletti e nudi. 

Fluttering on the busy wing, 

A train of naked Cupids came. 
Sporting round in harmless ring, 

Without a dart, without a flame. 

And 
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And all the. Graces, link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys disporting round. 
In circlets trip the velvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys ! 

And thus in the Pervigilium Veneris * 

Ite nymphae, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 
Love isdisarm'd— ye nymphs, in safety stray, 
Your bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 
Hmtah! if there Apollo ftps, 

I tremble for my rosy hoys f] An allusion to the fable, that 
Apollo had killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, while playing 
with him at quoits. " This (says M. La Fosse) is assuredly 
the sense of the text, and it Cannot admit of any other/' 

The Italian translators, to save themselves the trouble of a 
note; have taken the liberty of making Anacreon explain this 
fable. Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of them-: 
Macon lor non giuochi Apollo \ 
Che in fiero risco 
Col duro disco 
A Giacinto ftacco il collo. 
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ODE VL 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers. 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

I caught 

The Vatican MS. pronounces thw beautiful fiction to be the 

genuine offspring of Anacreon, It has all the features 0/ the 

parent : 

et facile insciis 

Noscitetur ab omnibus. 

The oommentatorsj however, have attributed it to Julian, a 
loyal poet. 

tVktre meiwj mm tarty rot* was vstiping t 

J found tie urtkin CupU tUeping^ This idea is prettily imi- 
tated in the following epigram by Andreas Naogerius : 

Florentes dum forte vagaos mea Hyefla per hortos 

Texit odoratis lilia cana rosis, 
Ecce rosas inter latitantem invenit amorem 

£t simul annexis floribus implicuk. 

Luctatur 
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I caught the boy, a goblet's tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 



I caught 



Luctatur primo, et contra nitentibus alb 

Indomitus tentat solvere vincta puer, 
Mox abi lacttofas et digs** matte papttlaa 

Vidit et ora ipsos nata movcie Deos. 
Impositosque comae ambrosios ut sentit odores 

Quosque legit did messe beatus Arabs ; 
" I (dixit) raea, quaere novum tibi mater araorem, 

" Imperio sedes hate eritapta moo*" 

As fair Hyella, through the bloomy grove, 
A wreath of many mingled flowrets wove, 
Within a rose a sleeping love she found, 
And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 
Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied ; 
But when he saw her bosom's milky swell, 
Her features where the eye of Jove might dwell ( 
And caught th' ambrosial odours of her hair, 
Rich as the breathings of Arabian air ; 
"Oh! mother Venus" (said the raptur'd child, 
By charms, of more than mortal bloom, bcguil'd), 
" Go, seek another boy, thou 'st lo>t thine own, 
4t Hyella's bosom shall be Cupid's throne !" 

This 
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I caught him by his downy wing, 
And whelm'd him in the racy spring. 
Oh ! then I drank the poison'd bowl. 
And Love now nestles in my soul! 
Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 

This epigram of Naugerius is imitated by Lodovico Dolce in 
a poem, beginning 

Mentre laccoglic hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Yicina a un rio di chiare ct lucid* onde, 
Lidia, Ssc Ice 



YOL. I. 
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ODE VIL 

The women tell me every day 

That all my bloom has past away* 

" Behold/ 1 the pretty wantons cry, 

" Behold this mirror with a sigh ; v 

" The locks upon thy brow are few, 

" And, like the rest, they're withering too!* 

Whether decline has thinn'd my hair, 

I 'm sure I neither know nor care ; 

But 

Aliyrti has imitated this ode in a poem, beginning 
Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirai, tu se* pur veglio. 
Whether decline has thinrid my hair, 

I *m sure I neither know nor care ;] Henry Stephen very justly 
remarks the elegant negligence of expression in the original 
here : 
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But this I know, and this I feel, 
As onward to the tomb I steal, 
That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; 

And 

E7M di rat KOfiuu //.it 
Eir' twit, nr* avnXQo* 
Ovk ojSa. 

And Longepterre has adduced from Catullus, what he thinks a 
similar instance of this simplicity of manner: 

Ipse quis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quoque nescit. 
Longepierre was a good critic ; but perhaps the line which 
he has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very 
elegant ; at the same time I confess, that none of the Latin 
poets has ever appeared to me so capable of imitating the 
graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had not allowed a de- 
praved imagination to hurry him so often into vulgsf licen- 
tiousness. 

That stiff as death approaches nearer, 

The jays of life are sweeter, dearer ;] Pontanus has a Very de- 
licate thought upon the subject of old age : 

Quid rides, Matrona ? senem quid temnis amantem ? 
Quisquis amat, nulla est conditjone, senex. 

e 2 Why 
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And had I but an hour to live, 
That little hour to bliss I'd give! 



Why do you scorn my want of youth, 
And with a smile my brow behold ? 

lady dear ! believe this truth, 
That he who loves cannot be old. 
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ODE VIII. 

I cabe not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king, the rich, the great ! 
I envy not the monarch's throne. 
Nor wish the treasur'd gold my own. 

" The German poet Lessing has imitated this ode. Vol. I* 
p. 24." Degen. Gail de Editionibus, 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the occasion of 
our poet's returning the money to Polycrates, according to the 
anecdote in Stobaeus. 

I care not for the idle state 

Of Persia'* king, fife] «' There is a fragment of Archilo- 

chus in Plutarch, ' De tranquillitate animi/ which our poet 

has very closely imitated here 5 it begins, 

Ov /*oj ra Tvyim rn 4roXt%fuff« fAtXti." Bames. 

In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we find the same 

thought : 

Vvxw tpwi tfurvy 

Ti o-oi $i\itt firujQou ; 

Oi&uf IVy*«> ra *ou ra $ 

£ 3 But 
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But oh! be mine the rosy braid, 
The fervour of my brows to shade; 
Be mine the odours, richly sighing, 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 

To-dtfy 

Be mine the odturs, tidily sighing, 

Amidst my hoary tresses fying^\ In the original, ftvpotm 
xaraiGpixw v»ww. On account of this idea of perfuming the 
beard, Cornelius de Pauw pronounces the whole ode to be the 
spurious production of some lascivious monk, who was nurs- 
ing his beard with unguents. But he should have known, that 
this was an ancient eastern custom, which, if we may believe 
Savary, still exists : " Vous voyez, Monsieur (says this tra- 
veller), que 1' usage antique de se parfume'r la tete et la barbe*, 
celebre par le prophete Roi, subsiste encore de nos jours." 
Lett re 12. Savary likewise cites this very ode of Anacreon. 
Angerianus has not thought the idea inconsistent ; he has in- 
troduced it in the following lines : 

Haec mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 
Haec mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 

Assyrio et dulces continuare jocos. 

# « Sicut unguentum in capite quod descendit in barbam 
Aaron. Pseaume 13a.'* 

This 
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To-day I '11 haste to quaff my wine, 

As if to-morrow ne'er should shine ; 

But if to-morrow comes, why then— 

I '11 haste to quaff my wine again. 

And thus while all our days are bright. 

Nor time has dimm'd their bloomy light, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine ! 

For Death may come, with hrow unpleasaut, 

May come, when least we wish him present, 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us-— drink no more 5 



This be my care, to twine the rosy wreath, 
And drench my sorrows hi the ample bowl; 

To let my beard th' Assyrian unguent breathe, 
And give a loose to levity of «oul ! 

£ 4 
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' , ■ " 11-11 IMUM-L— 11 

ODE IX. 

I pray thee, by the gods above, 
Give me the mighty bowl I love, 
And let me sing in wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night P 
Alcmaeon once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell; 
Orestes too, with naked tread, ' 

Frantic pac'd the mountain-head; 

The poet here is in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it if, indeed, 
" amabiiis insania." 

Furor di poesia, i 
Dilascivia, edivino, 
Triplicate furore, 
Bacco, Apollo, ct Araore. 

Ritratti del Cavalier Marino. 
This is, as Scaliger expresses it, 

— ■— -Insanire duloe 
Et sapidum furcre furorera. 

And 
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And why? a murder'd mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy play'd. 
But I can ne'er a murderer be, 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can I rave in wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night." 
The son of Jove, in days of yore, 
Imbru'd his hands in youthful gore, 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy, 
The quiver of th* expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold, 
No weapon but this flask of gold ; 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scatter 'd wreath of flowers; 
Yet, jet can sing with wild delight, 
" 1 will— I will be mad to-night !* 
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ODE X. 

Tell me how to punish thee, 
For the mischief done to' me r 
Silly swallow ! prating thing, 
Shall 1 clip that wheeling whig ? 



Or, 



This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degen and 
from Gail's index, that the German poet Wetsse has imitated 
it, Scherz. Lieder.lib. ii. carm. 5 ; that Rarnler also has imi- 
tated it, Lyr. Blumcnlese, lib. iv. p. 335 5 and some others. See 
Gail de Editionibas. 

We are referred by Degen to that 6tapid book, the Epistles 
of Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book ; where Iophon com- 
plains to Eraston of being wakened by the crowing of a cock, 
from his vision of riches. 

Silly swallow/ prating thing, &c»] The loquacity of the 
swallow was proverbial'rzcd ; thus Nicostratus : 

Ei to <tw»x* j **' voXXot %«jr«xiw total? 
H» r« Qfoni* «r«f own/toy, kt xtAiOOfff 
E**7<>rr tfv ^/tw ctfpfonripcu woXw. 

If 
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Or, as Tereus did of old, 
(So the fabled tale is told,) 
Shall I tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter'd such a lay ? 
How unthinking hast thou been! 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When I slumber'd in a dream, 
Love was the delicious theme i 
Just when I was nearly blest, 
Ah! thy matin broke my rest ! 



If in prating from morning till night, 

A sign of our wisdom there be; 
The swallows are wiser by right, 

For they prattle much faster than we. 
Or, as Tereus did of old, &c] Modem poetry has confirmed 
the name of Philomel upon the nightingale ; but many very 
respectable ancients assigned this metamorphose to Progne, and 
made Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does here. 
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ODE XL 

" Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
" What in purchase shall I pay thee 
" For this little waxen toy, 
u Image of the Paphian boy?" 
Thus I said the other day, 
To a youth who pass'd my way : 
" Sir," (he answered, and the while 
Ansvver'd all in Doric style,) 



It is difficult to preserve with any grace the narrative sim- 
plicity of this ode, and the humour of the turn with which it 
concludes. I feel that the translation must appear very vapid, 
if not ludicrous, to an English reader. 



"Take 



oiras or anacreon. 6& 

" Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

" Think not yet that I could make it ; 

u Pray, believe it was not I ; 

" No— -it cost me many a sigh, 

" And I can no longer keep 

" Little gods, who murder sleep !" 

" Here, then, here/' (I said with joy,) 

" Here is silver for the boy : 

" He shall be my bosom guest, 

" Idol of my pious breast V 3 

Little Love ! thou now art mine, 

Warm me with that torch of thine; 

Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt. 



And I can m longer leep 

Little gedt, who murder sleep /] I have not literally rendered 
the epithet wtrroptm ; if it has any meaning; here, it is -one, 
perhaps, better omitted. 

I must 
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1 must biyp in warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy, ig yonder fire ! 

1 must bum in warm desire, 

Or /far, my hoy, mytmJerjire /] Monsieur Longepierre con- 
jectures from this, that, whatever Anacreon might say, he 
sometimes felt the. inconveniences of old age, and here solicits 
from the power of Love a warmth which he could no longer 
expect from Nature* 
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ODE XIL 

They tell how Atys, wild Willi love, 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybek's name he howl* arouadj 
The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too by Claros' hallow'd spring, 
The votaries of the laurell'd king 



Quaff 



They tell how At jl^ wild with lovf 9 

Roam the nmmt ami haunted grave ;] There are many con* 
tradictory stories of the loves of Cybcle and Atys. It. i* ccttaia • 
that he was mutilated, but whether by his own fury, or bet 
jealousy, is a point which authors are not agreed upon. 

Cybele't name he howls around, fif c] I have, adopted the ac- 
centuation which Elias Andreas, gives to Cybete; 

In montibus Cybclen 
Magnosonansbqatu* 

Oft too hf CUant' haBemfd springs &f *.} This fountain was in 
a grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between.. Colophon 

and 
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Quaff the inspiring, magic stream, 
And rave in wild, prophetic dream. 
But frenzied dreams are not for me, 
Great Bacchus is my deity ! 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 
While waves of perfume round me swim ; 
While flavoured bowls are full supplied, 
And you sit blushing by my side, 
I will be mad and raving too- 
Mad, my girl! with love for you! 



and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god bad an oracle there. Scaliger 
has thus-alluded to it in his Anacreontica; 

Bemel ut concitus cestro, 
Veluti qui Clarias aquas 
Ebibere loquaces* 
Quo plus canunt, phira volunt. 

WhtU waves of perfume, &c] Spaletti has mistaken the 
import of xopifftoif, as applied to the poet's mistress : " Mea 
fotigatus arnica." He interprets it in a sense which must want 
cither delicacy or gallantry. - 






ODE XIII. 

J , wm-i ; I will ; the conflict > fast, 
And I '11 consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long, wkh smiling ait, 
Invited «ae io yield jny fatti* ; 
And I have thought that peace -of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign'd ; 
And I *ve repeird the tender lure, 
And hop'd my heart should sleep secure* 
But, slighted m his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 
He slung his quiver's golden frame^ 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summon'd me to yield, 
Or meet him on the martial field, 
*ol. i. * And 
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And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too ; 



Assum'd 



And vdhat did f unthinking do f 

J took to arnjs, undaunted too ;] . Longepierre has quoted as 
Epigram froih the Anthologia, in which the poet assumes 
Reason as the armour against Love. 

OtJ$« yO-l VIXWU, fAOVOS t«W WfOf «V«. 

• With Reason I cover my breast as a shield, 
And fearlessly meet little Love in the field : 
Thus fighting his godship, I '11 ne'er be dismay'd $ 
But if Bacchus should ever advance to his aid, 
Alas ! then, unable to combat the two, 
Unfortunate warrior ! what should I do ? 

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus united, 
is delicately expressed in an Italian poem, which is so very 
Anacreontic, that I may be pardoned for introducing it. In- 
deed, it is an imitation of our poet's sixth ode. 

Lavossi Amore in quel vicino flume 
Ove giuro (Pastor) che be Vend 'io 
Bevei le fiarame, anzi l'istesso Dio, 
Chor con l'humide piume 

lascivetto 
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Assum'4jthe cbrslet, shield,, and spear, 
And, like Pelides, smiTd at fear. 
Then (hear it, all you powers above!) 
I fought with Love ! I fought with Love ! 

_ : , ~ 

Lascivetto ml scherza al cor intorno. 
Ma che<6areis'io lobevessi ungioma 
' Bacco, nel tuo liquors? 
Sarei, piu che noa sono cbro d'Amortt 

The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river, 
"Where, as I diank on yester-eve, 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale believe,) 
'T was not a cooling, crystal draught, 
*T was liquid flame I madly quaff M ; 
For Love was in the rippling tide, 
I felt him to my bosom glide. 
And now the wily, wanton minion 
Plays o'er my heart with restless pinion. 
This was a day of fatal star ; 
But were it not more fatal far, 
If, Bacchus, in thy cup of fire, 
1 fourid this flutt'ring, young desire? 
Then, then indeed my soul should prove, 
"Much moro than ever, drunk with love ! 

* % And 
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And nt>w UsWTowB all were Ae*— 
And I had just fa terrors fled-- 
When, heaving an indignant sign, 
To see me thus ttnwo&nded fly, 
And having now no other dart, 
He glanc'dliimself into my heart! 
My heart— *afas the luoUe&<day ! 
Received the God, Und died *way. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length is forc'd to yieM. 
Vain, vain, is every outward care, 
My foe 's within, and triumphs there. 

And having now no other 3a'rt t 

He glanc'd himself into my heart f] Dryderi has "parodied thlO 
thought in the following extravagant lines: 

«-~ — —I 'm all o'er Love ; 
Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot so fast, 
He shot himself into my breast at last. 
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OI>E XIV. 

Count me, on the summer frees, 
Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 
Count me, on the foamy deej), 
Every wave that sink* to deep j 



ITien, 



The poet, in this catakgpe of hi* mistresses, means nothing 
more, than, by a lively hypeibole, U> tell us, that his heart, un- 
fettered by any one object, was warm with devotion towards 
the sex in general. Cowley » ir*debtt4 t» this ode for the bint 
of his ballad, called " Tin Chronicle ;" *ad the learned Mon- 
sieur Menage has imitated it ilk a Greek Anacreontic, which 
has so much ease and spirit* that the reader may not be dis* 
pleased at seeing it here : 

Tlfos Buna. 
£i aXntn Ten ^v\Xa t 
An port his rt tsoias, 
Ei ytxrdf Off* #driaf 

f 3 # AXw 
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Then, when you have numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 
Count me all the flames I prove, 
AH the gentle nymphs I love. 



'AXo* ti xv/Aarufa, 

Kai rvs if/,»s tptrrat 
Awn Biaw etgiQfAtit. 
Kop», yvrctixct, X%pat, 
T/xixpnr, M«<m», Mt«yffit y 
Aivxtty n xoi MtXai»a»| 

Of Ifofa*, NflMTtflOlf, 

NftpnTSotr t« crsnif 
•O obi QiXoi pitan 
Harriot kopos fjw» trtt. . 
AvTfiv ye«w JLpurw 
Amrojray Atyod*r*y> 
X^uffvtv, xaXw, 7XvxeiCFy 
E/>ow>uoy, croOiiftjy, 
Au fwny pcXtiraf 
Eyt*yi fun $oy<xj^cn». 

Tell the fcrijage of the woods, 
Tell the billows of the floods, 



Firsts 



tfambu 
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First, of pure Athenian maids 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
You may reckon just a score. 
Nay, I '11 grant you fifteen more. 



Number midnight's starry store, 

And the sands that crowd the shore ; 

Then, my Bion, thou mayst count* » 

Of my loves the vast amount t 

I 've been loving, all my days, 

Many nymphs, in many ways, 

Virgin, widow, maid, and wife— 

X *ve been doting all my life. 

Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains. 

Goddesses of groves and mountains, 

Fair and sable, great and small, 

Yes — I swear I 'vc lov'd them all I 

Every passion soon was over, 

I was but the moment's lover j 

Oh I I 'm such a roving elf, 

That the Queen of Love herself, 

Though she practis'd all her wiles, 

Rosy blushes, golden smiles, 

All her beauty's proud endeavour 

Could not chain my heart for tv«r' 



''■I ■ IHII f IHB — ~ ■■ iir;TiTr r „ 

III the sweet Coftrktflliaft grote, 
Where the glowing wa&foitar nVre, 
Chains of beauties* may be fottrid, 
Chains, by wftkh my heafrt te boutd ; 

There 

Count me, on tit mrnmtt tm*± 

Every kef, fsfe.} This figure is called, by (tie rhetorician*, 
•ivwrov, and is very frequently faade trs^ «f in jxfetry. The 
amatory writers have exhausted * werld of ifffigety by it, to 
express the infinity of lifted, wrwetf they requite {torn the lips 
of their mistresses : in this Catullus ted the mtf. 

— Qriarff sidera rhdflta, cum tactf nbi> 

Furthros hominutr* vMent aniores ; 

Tarn te basia multa baslare 

Vcsano satis, et super Catullo &U 

O-Jtge nee penrumerare curios! 

Possint, nee mafafattimire lingua. Carrrff. 

As many stellar eyes of light, 
As through the silent waste of night, 
Crazing upon this world of shade, 
"Witness some secret youth and maid, 
Who fair as thou, and fond as I, 
In stolen joys enamour'd lie 1 

60 
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There indeed me girfe *vine> 
Dangerous to a soul lite tfiiae ! 
Many blooirf » Lesbos* »le ; 
Many in low* smile; 



Rhodes 



So many kisses, 6N I slittttbof, 

Upon those dew-bright lips I '11 numbers 

So many vermil, honied kisses, 

Envy cai neve* taunt out Mfefc*. 

No tongue shall tell the sum but mine > 

No lips shall fascinate, bat thine 1 

In the sweet Corinthian grove, 

Where the gloinng vmttom ww> &*.] ' Corinth wte tety 
famous for the beauty and the number of its courtezans. 
Venus was the deity principally worshipped by the people, and 
prostitution in her temple was a meritorious act of religion. 
Conformable to this was their constant and solemn prayer, 
that the gods would increase the number of their courtezans. 
We may perceive from the -application of the verb xopi>9ia£tiy, 
iif Aristophanes, that Ait w a nton n ess of' the Corinthians be* 
ca*me proverbial. 

There indeed are girls Jhrnt, 

Dangerous to a Soul Kke mine f] u Wifh justice has the poet 
attributed beauty to the women of Greece." Hegen. 

Monsitur 
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Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast ; 
Caria too contain* a host. 
Sum these all — of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there f 
What, you gaze ! I pray you, peace t 
More I '11 find before 1 cease. 
Have I fold you all my flames, 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames I 
Have I numbered every one, 
Glowing under Egypt's sun ? 
Or the nymphs, who blushing sweet 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 
-Where the God, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? , 

Monsieur de Pauw, the author of Dissertations upon the- 
Greeks, is of a different opinion ; he thinks, that by a capri* t 
cious partiality of nature, the other sex had all the beauty, and 
accounts upon this supposition for a very singular depravation 
©f instinct among them* 

■ sail' 
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Still in clusters, still remain 

Gade's warm, desiring train ; 

Still there lies a myriad more, 

On the sable India's shore ; 

These, and many far remov'd, 

Are all loving—all are lov'd ! * 

GaaVt warm, Attiring train $ The Gaditaniaa girl* were 
like the Baladilr es of India, whose dances are thus described bf 
a French author : " Les danses sont presque toutes des pan- 
tomimes d'amour ; le plan, le dessein, les attitudes, les me* 
sures, les sons et les- cadences dc ces ballets, tout respire cefctc 
passion et en exprime les voluptes et. les fureurs." Histoire du. 
Commerce des Europ. dans les deux Indes. Rarnal. 
. The music of the Gaditanian females had all the voluptuous 
«haracter of their dancing, as appears from Martial : 

, Cantica qui Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat Lib. iii. Eptg. 6& > 

Lodovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his mind, whetf ' 
he wrote his poem " De direifiis Amoribus*" So the Antht* 
logk Italorum. v 
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ODE XV. 

Tell rae,«whj, mj sweetest dove* 
Thus your humid picaom toomr, . 
Shedding through the air in showers 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 



Ttll 



The dove of Anacrtdn, bearing a letter from the poet to his 
mistress, fe met bya ttrarigef, witft whom this dialogue id 
imagined. 

' Tftie anctentt made use of letter-carrying pigeons, when they 
went any distance from home, as the most certain means of 
con«eykg intelligence* tiaefc. Thst under femeecio a*t«bme*t, 
Which attracts this delicate little bird through every danger and 
difficulty, till it settles in its native nest* affords to the elegant 
author of " The Pleasures of Memory" a fine and iatercsUBg 
exemplification of his subject. 

Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love f 

See 
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Tell me whither, whence you-rove. 
Tell me all, my jweetert deve^— 
Curious stranger I I belong 
To the bard of Tetan aoqg ; 
With his mandate Aow I fly 
To the nymph of aaure eye; 
Ah ! that eye has madden'd maoy, . 
But the poet more than any ! 

See the poem. Daniel Hcinsius has * similar sentiment, 
speaking of Doosa, who adopted this memo* at the .siege of 
Lejden : 

Quo patriae non tendit amor? Mtnfiata referee * 
Postquam iraminam nequitt mhtere, misit avem. 

Fuller tells us, that at the siege of Jerusalem, the Christians . 
intercepted a letter, tied to the legs of a dove, in which the Per- 
sian Emperor promised assistance to the besieged. Sec fuller's 
Holy War, cap. 24, book i. 

Ah ! that eye hat madden* i many, &fc .] For rvpanov, in (he 
original, Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we should 
read rvpatvs, in allusion to the strong influence which this' 
object of his love held over the mind of Polycrates. See 
Dcgen. 

Yenus, 
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Venus, for a hymn of love, 

Warbled in-her votive grove, 

(T was in sooth a gentle lay;) 

Gave me to the bard away. 

See me now his faithful minion, 

Thus with softly-gliding pinioq, 

To his lovely girl I bear 

Songs of passion through the air. 

Oft he blandly whispers me, 

" Soon, my bird, I '11 set you free." 

Venuiyfor * hjmn of bvt, 

Wabbled in her votive grove, 6fc] " This passage is inva- 
luable, and I do not think that any thing so beautiful or so 
delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it give of the 
poetry of the man, from whom Venus herself, the mother of 
the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases a little hymn with one 
•f her favourite doves V* Longepierre. 

Be Pauw objects to the authenticity of this ode, because it 
snakes Anacreon his own panegyrist ; but poets have a license 
for praising themselves, which, with some indeed, may be 
•on^dered as comprised under their general privilege of fiction. 

But 
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But in vain he '11 bid me fly, 
I shall serve hini till I die. 
Never could my-phunes sustain 
Ruffling winds and. chilling rain, 
O'er the plains, or* in the dell, 
On the mountain's savage swell; 
Seeking in the desert wood 

Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 

Now I lead a life of ease, 
Par from such retreats as these ; 

From Anacreon's hand I eat 

Pood delicious, viands sweet ; 

Flutter o'er his goblet's brim, 

Sip the foamy wine with him. 

Then I dance and wanton round 

To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 

Or with gently-fanning wings 

Shade the minstrel while he sings : 



Oil 
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On his harp theo«iDk in slumber*, 
Dreaming still of dulcet mantel* 1 
This is all— away» > q way -*' 
You have made me waste <be Jay.- 
How 1 Ve chatter'd ! prating «rwrf 
Never yet <fid ofaatta" m. 



ff?**» 
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ODE XVL 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse; 
Best df painters f come portray 
The lovely maid that 's far away. 

Far- 



1 This ode and; the next may be called companion-picture? ; 
they are highly finished, and give us an excellent idea of tb« , 
taste of the ancients in beauty. Franciscus Junius quotes them . 
in his. third book " De PicturaVeterum." . « 

' This ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuliano GoselimY 
Ice &c Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreontiea j 

Olim lepore blando, 
litis versibus 
Candidus Anacreon 
Quam pingeret Amicus 
pescripsit Venerem suara. 
vol. !• o The 
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Far away, my soul ! thou art, 

But I Ve thy beauties all by heart. 

Paint her jetty ringlets straying, 

Silky twine in tendrils (Saying ; 

And, 

■ - i- 

The Teian bard, of former days, 

Attan'd his sweet descriptive lays, 

And taught the painter's hand to trace 

His fair beloved's every grace ! 
in the dialogue of Caspar Barlaeus, emitted "An fortitesasit 
duceiida," the reader will find many curious ideas and descrip- 
tions of beauty. 

Thou, vkost soft and rosy hmes 

Mimic firm and sou! i/tfuse ;] I have followed the reading of 
the Vatican MS. goZ.%t. Painting is called " the rosy art," either 
in reference to colouring, or as an indefinite epithet of excel- 
lence, from the association of beauty with* that flower. Salvia! 
has adqpted this reading in his literal translation : 

Delia rosea arte signore. * 

Tkt lovely maid that 'sfar away."] If the portrait of this beauty 
be not merely ideal, the omission of her name is much to be 
regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Anacreon, mentions 
** the golden Eurypyle" as his mistress. 

JhCXusw'xfVftip xuftu'r* Et>f**tfftnn 
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And, if painting hath die skill 
To make the spicy balm distil* 

Paint her jetty ringlets straying, 

Silky tvfine in tendrils ptyingQ The ancients have been very 
enthusiastic in their praises of hair. Apuleius, in the second 
book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus herself, if she were bald , 
though surrounded by -the Graces and the Loves, could not bo 
pleasing even to her husband Vulcan. 

Stesichorus gave the epithet xatetvXojtwt to the Graces, and 
Simonides bestowed the same upon the Muses. See Hadrian. 
Junius's Dissertation upon Hair. > 

To this passage of our poet, Selden alluded in a note on the 
Polyolbion of Drayton, song the second, where observing, that 
the epithet " black-haired" was given by some of the ancients 
to the goddess Isis, he says, " Nor will I swear, but that Ana- 
creon (a man very judicious in the provoking motives of wanton 
love}, intending to bestow on his sweet mistress that one of the 
titles of woman's special ornament, well-haired (jeaXXi*Xoxa/A*r\ 
thought of this when he gave his painter direction to make hec 
black-haired." 

Andy if painting hath the tlill 

To male the spicy balm distil, &c] Thus Philostratus, speak- 
ing of a picture: tvativu kox to* ufyoaoy rw foJoir tuu fa/* 1 
y*yp*$Qet$ avret fA.tr* ms m/aw. *' I admire the dewiness of 
t|iese roses, and could say that their very smell was painted." 

" ^ g 3 Let 



Let every little lock exhale 

A sigh of perfume ott'tjie gale* 

Where her tresses' curly flow 
, Darkle3<) , er-the brow of snow, 

Let her forehead beam* to fight, 
? Burnish'd as the ivory bright. 

Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 

In jetty arches o'er her eyes, 

Gently in a crescent gliding, 

Just commingling, just dividing. 

But hast thou any sparkles warm, 

The lightning of her eyes to form t 

Let them effuse the azure ray 

With which Minerva's glances play, 

And give them all that liquid fire 

That Venus' languid eyes respire. 

O'er her nose and cheek be shed 

.Flushing white and mellcw'd red ; 

Gradual 
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Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk ithe bashful rose. 

Then 

And, give them all that liquid fir* 

That Venus* languid eyes respire. 1 Marchettl explains thus the 
iff* of the original : * • 

** • Dipingilfumidettl 

Tremuli e lascivetti, 
Qua! gli ha Ciprigna Talma Dea d' A more. 

Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida, 
as La Fosse remarks : 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso 
Negli umidi occhi tremulo e lascivo. 

"Within her humid, melting eyes 
. ' • *' A brilliant ray of laugfrter lies, 

Soft as the broken solar beam, - : 

That trembles in the azure stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreon requires the painter to infuse into the eyrs of his 
mistress, Is more amply described in the subsequent ode. Both 
descriptions are so exquisitely touched, that the artist must 
shave been great indeed, if he did not yield in painting to the 
poet.. : , ■— ■« 

\ • 3 Gradual 



gO ODES OF ANACREON. 



Then her lip, so rich in blisses ! 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 
Pouting nest ofv bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 



llien 



Gradual tints, as when there glows . « 

In snvooy milk th§ bashful rose J] Thus Propcrtius, cleg. 3. 
lib. ii. 

TJtque rosae puro lactc natant folia* 

And Davenant, in a little poem called " The Mistress," 
Catch as it falls the Scythian snow, 
, Bring blushing roses steep'd in milk. 

Thus too Taygetus: 

Quae lac atque rosas vincts candore rubenti. 

These last words may perhaps defend the " flushing white" of 
the translation. 

Then her lip, so rich in Blisses t 

-Sweet petitioner for kisses/} The "lip, provoking kisses," 
m the oiiginal, is a strong and beautiful expression, Achillas 
Tatius speaks of x"Xn >*«x9*** repot ret p*Xi}/*ar«, " Lips soft 
and delicate for kissing." A grave old commentator, Dionysios 
Lambinus, in his notes upon Lucretius, jtells us with aft the 
authority of experience, that girls who have large lips. Iris 
1 infinite!/' 
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Then beneath the velvet chin, 
Whose dimple shades a love within, 
Mould her neck with grace descending? 
In a heaven of beauty ending - r 
While airy charms, above, below. 
Sport and flutter on its snow* 

infinitely sweeter than others ! " Suayius viros osculantur 
puellae labiosae, quam quae sunt brevibus labris." And Mnca* 
Sylvius, in his tedious uninteresting story of the adulterous, 
loves of Euryalus and Lucretia, where he particularizes the 
beauties of the heroine (in a very false and laboured style of. 
latinity), describes her lips as exquisitely adapted for biting* 
•' Os parvum decensque, labia corallini colons ad morsura 
aptissima.** Epist. 114. lib. u 

Then beneath the velvet chin, 

Whose dimple shades a love within, &c.\ Madame Dacier ha* 
Quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : 

Sigilla in mento imprcssa Amoris digitule 
Vcstigio demonstrant mollitudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 
■ By the finger of Cupid imprest j 

There Softness, bewitchingly simple, 
Has chosen ber innocent nest. 

G 4 Now 
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Now let a floating, lucid veil, 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 
A chat?n may peep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough— % is she ! 't is all I seek } 
It glows, it lives, it soon will speak ! 

''HtfoW let a floating, lucid veil, 

J Shadow her limbs, but not conceal, &fc.] This delicate art (St 
description, which leaves imagination to complete the picture, 
has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this beautiful 
jtoem. Ronsard is exceptionably minute ; and Politianus, in 
his charming portrait of a girl, full of rich and exquisite diction, 
Has lifted the veil rather too much. The " questo che tu rat* 
iqtendi" should be always left to fancy. 
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ODE XVII. 

And now wilh all thy pencil's truth 9 
Portray Bafbyllus, lovely youth! 
Let his hair, in lapses bright, 
Fall like streaming rays of light ; 
And there the raven's die confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 

" The reader, who wishes to acquire an accurate idea of ttitT 
judgment of the ancients in beauty; will be indulged by con- 
sulting Junius dePictura Veterum, ninth chapter, third book, 
wnere he will find a very curious selection of descriptions and 
epithets of personal perfections ; he compares this ode with a 
description of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in the second 
epistle, first book of Sidonius Apollinaris. 
Let his hair, in lapses bright, * 

'Fall Hie streaming rays of light; &c."] He here describe* 
the sunny hair, "the " flava coma," which the ancients so much' 
admired; The Romans gave this colour artificially to theif 
hair. Sec Stanisl. Kobienz^ck de Luiu Romanorum. 

Lei 
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Let not the braid, with artful twiue, 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 
But loosen every golden ring, 
To float upon the breeze's wingr 
Beneath the front of polish'd glow. 
Front, as fair as mountain-snow. 
And guileless as the dews of dawn,. 
Let the majestie brows be drawn,, 

Let not the brut J, with artful twine, &;.] If the original 
"here, which is particularly beautiful, can admit of any addi- 
tional value, that value is conferred by Gray's admiration of it* 
See his letters to West 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the description, 
•f Photis's hair in Apuleius ; but nothing can be more distant 
from the simplicity of our poet's manner, than that affectation; 
of richness which distinguishes the style of Apuleius* 

Front, as fair at mountain-snorw, 

And guileless as the dews of dawn, &c."] Torrentius, upon the 
words " insignem tenui fronte," in the thirty-third ode of the 
first book of Horace, is of opinion that " tenui" bears the 
meaning of #*«&©» here 5 but he is certainly incorrect. 

. Of 
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Of ebon dies, enrich'd by gold, 

Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 

Mingle in his jetty glances, 

Power that awes, and love that ttances ; 

\ Steal 

Mingle in Jut Jetty ghmcesy 

Power that awes, and love that trances ; &c] Tasso gives * 
Similar character to the eyes of Ciorinda: 

Lampcggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi 
Bolci ne l'ira. 
Her eyes were glowing with a heavenly heat, 
Emaning fire, and e'en in ange sweet ! 
The poetess Veronica Cambara is more diffuse upon' this 
variety of expression.: 

Occhi lucenti e belli 

-Come esscr puo ch* in un medesmo Utante — 

Nascan de voi si nove forme et tante ? 
Lied, mesti, supcrbi, hunuT alticri 
Vi mostrate in un punto, ondi di speme, 
Et di timor de empiete, *c. &c. 
Oh ! tell me, brightly-beaming eye, 
Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many different traits of fire, 
Expressing each a new desire* 

Now 
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Steal from Venus bland desire, > 
Steal from Mars the look of fire; 
Blend them hi such expression here, 
That we by turns may hope and fear! 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ; 
And there let Beauty's rosy ray 
In flying blushes richly play ; 
Blushes, of that celestial flame 
Which lights the cheek of virgin shame. 
, Then for his lips, that riptely gem— 
But let thy mind imagine them ! 

. ■ .' ■■ ■ • ■ " ■ '. . - *■■■ ■*■ ■ ■ ■" » 

Now with angry scorh you darkle, 
Now with tender anguish sparkle, 
And we who -view the various mirror, 
Feel at once both hope and tenor. 
Monsieur Chevreau, citing the lines of our poet, in his cri- 
tique on the poems of Malherbe, produces a Latin version of 
them from a manuscript which he had seen, entitled^ " Joan. 
Falconis Ariacreontici Lusus." • • . * 

Paint, 
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Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses, 
* Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 

And give his lip that speaking air, 

As if a word was hovering there! 

His neck of ivory splendour trace, 

Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 

Tair as the neck of Paphia'$ boy, 
^Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy. 

Persuasion sleeping upon roses ;] It was worthy of the delicate 
imagination of the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and give her the 
lips for her throne. We are here reminded of a very interesting 
fragment of Anacreon, preserved by the scholiast upon Pindar, 
and supposed to belong to a poem reflecting with some severity 
en Simonides, who was the first, we are told, that ever made 
a hireling of his muse. N 

Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone' 
In stiver splendours, not her own. 

jindghe his lip that speaking air t 

As if a word was hovering there /] In the original XaXur ffi««ftj 
*The mistress of Petrarch " parla con silentioj" which is per- 
haps the best method of female eloquence. 

Give 
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Give him the winged Hermes' hand, 
With which he waves his snaky wand ; 
Let Bacchus then the breast supply, 
And Leda's son the sinewy thigh. 
But oh ! suffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire, 



Which 



Ght him 'the winged tJtrmti hand, &c] In Shakespeare's 
Cymbeline there is a similar method of description : 

this is his hand, 

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh, 
The brawns of Hercules. 
We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that the 
liands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account of the . 
graceful gestures which were supposed to characterize the god „ 
of eloquence ; but Mercury was also the patron of thieves, and 
may perhaps be praised as a light-fingered deity. 
But oh t suffuse his limbs ofjire 

With all that glow of your% desire , fcfc.] I have taken t^e 
liberty here, of somewhat veiling the original. Madame Dacier, 
in her translation, has hung out lights (as Sterne would call it) , 
at this passage. It is very much to be regretted, that this sub- 
stitution of asterisks has been so much adopted in the popular 

Interpretations 



OMS OF ANACBEO*. <W 



Which kindles, when the wishful sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, 
Is envious of the eye's -delight, 
Or its enamour'd touch would shew 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 
Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
Kemov'd from all but Fancy's eyes. < 

JJow, for bis feet— but hold — forbear— 
I eee a godlike portrait there ; • 

So, 

interpretations of the Classics ; it serves but to bring whatever 
is exceptionable into notice, " claramque facem praeferrc pu- 
.<lendis." 



-But hotd—forbe, 

1 see a godlike portrait there ; &?c] This is very spirited, but 
it requires explanation. While the artist is pursuing the por- 
trait of Bathyllus, Anacieon, we must suppose, turns round 
and sees a picture of Apollo, which was intended for an altar 
at Samos ; he instantly tells the painter to cease his work ; 
that this picture will serve for Bathyllus j and that, when he 

goc 
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So like Bathyllus !— -sure there f s none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 
Oh ! let this pictured god be mine, 
And keep the boy for Samos' shrine;' 
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity ! 

goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of the portrait of tfet 
boy which he had begun* 

" Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be more ele- 
gantly praised, and this one passage does him more honour 
than the statue, however beautiful it might be, which Po*y* 
crates raised to him." 
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ODE XV1IL 

Now the star of day is high, 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly, 
Bring me wine in brimming urns. 
Cool my lip, it burns, it burns } 
Sunn'd by the meridian fire, 
• Panting, languid I expire ! 

" An elegant translation of this ode may be found in ftanv 
ler's Lyr. Blumentese, lib. v. p. 403." Degen. v 

firing mtxoine in brimming urns, &?<\] Orig. mut ap.vri. €< Tht 
amystis was a method of drinking used among the Thracians* 
Thus Horace, * Thrcicia vincataraystideV Mad. Dacier, Longer 
pierre, &c. &c. f 

Parrhasius, in his twenty-sixth epjstle (Tbesaur. Critic. 
toI. i.), explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without drawing breath, " uno haustu." A note in tbe mar* 
gin of this epistle of Parrhasius says, " Politianus vestcra esse 
putabat," but t cannot and where, 

Wh. u u Give 
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Give me all those humid flowers, 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing chapkt now 
lives upon my feverish brow; 

Give me all those humid flowers , 6f &] By the original reading 
t>f this line, the poet says, " Give me the flower of wine" — 
Date flosculos Lyaei, as it is in theversion of Blias Andres*; 
*nd . . /> 

Deh porgetrmi del fiore 
Di quel alrno e buon liquor*, 
as Hegnier has it, who supports the reading. A»§w would tm- 
. doubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat similar to 
its import in the epigram of Siraonides upon Sophocles: 

And flos in the Latin is frequently applied in this manner—* 
thus Cethegus is called by Ennius, Flos inlibatus populi, sua- 
^»que medulla, "The immaculate flower of the people, and the 
very marrow of persuasion," in those *Terses cited by Aulas 
Gellius, lib. xii. which Cicero praised, and Seneca thought 
ridiculous. 

But in the -passage before us if we admit ««y«w, according 1 
to FabcVs conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, arid we heed 
*x>t have recourse to refinements* ' 

f . v£v^ry 
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Every dewy rote I wear -'•-.. 
Sheds its tears, and withers there. 

Every dewy rose I wear 

Sheds Us tears, and withers there,"] There are some beautiful 
lines by Angerianus, upon a garland, which I cannot resist 
quoting here : . -~ 

Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete corolla, , 

Manc'orto imponct Cselia vos capiti; 
At quum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 

Dicite, non roris sed pluvia baec lacrimal 

By Celia's arbour all the night 

Hang, humid wreath, the lover's vow ; 
And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 
Then, if upon her bosom bright 

Some drops of dew shall fall from thee. 
Tell her, they are not drops of nighty 

But tears of sorrow shed by me 1 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan's, " Uncouth is this rooss-co- 
ver*d grotto of stone," there is an idea very singularly coinci- 
dent with this of Angerianus, in the stanaa which begins, 

And thou? stony grot, in thy arch raay'st preserve. 

h2 Bat 
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But for you, my burning mindi 
Ob ! what shelter shall I find ? 
Can the bowl, or flowret's dew, 
Cool the flame that scorches you ? 

Btafir job, my hunting mind! &c] The transition here 1s 
peculiarly delicate and impassioned: but the commentators 
have perplexed the sentiment by a variety of readings and con- 
jectures. 
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ODE XIX. 

Here recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet w this imbowering shade ; ' 
Sweet the young, the modesrtrees,, 
Ruffled by the hissing breeze ! 



Sweet 



The description of this bower is so natural and animated, 
that we cannot help feeling a degree of coolness and freshness 
-while we read it. Longepierre has quoted from the first hook 
of the Anthologia, the following epigram, as somewhat resem- 
bling this ode : 

Ef>X*° *** x*t* */*** *C ev W|TV »> £ TO AO*JXf09 
TlfQt /MtXsxit n^i t xocXifAifd fypvfttt. 

Hyi&f XM KfWH9/Ad fAtXirccyif, tyOdl fAlXiriup 

Ww i{n/**uM vvvoy aye* xcA*/mh, 
Come, sit by the shadowy pine x . 

That covers my sylvan retreat ; ' 
And see how the branches incline, 

The breathing of zephyr to meet, 

a 3 See 
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Sweet the little fount* that weep, 
Lulling bland the mind to deep : ' 
Hark ! they whisper as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ! 



Tell 



See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 

Around me a glittering spray ; 
By its brink .as the traveller muses* 
I sooth him to sleep with my lay ! 
Here rtcRm jott, gentle maid, &c~\ The Vatican MS. reads 
At6vM«, whichienders the whole, poem metaphorical. Some 
commentator suggests the reading of /ShAuXXov, which makes' * 
pun upon the name; a grace trjat Plato himself has conde- 
scended to in writing of his boy Ap>£. See the epigram of this 
philosopher, which 1 quote on the twenty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in 
laertius,'* which turns upon the same word, 
Arn/» «rfi» a*«» tAtf/um m £«oiw ivos 

Nw i* 0«jw, la/wxus twtpos iv Qh/MWiu 
In life thou wert my morning-star, 

But now that death has stol'n thy light, 
Alas ! thou.shinest dim and far, 

like the pale beam that weeps at night. 

In 
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Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a- stilly scene. of bliss ?' 
Who, my girl, would pass it by f 
Surely neither you nor 3 1! 

In the Veneres Biyenburgicaej under the head of " aUu- 
siones," we find a number of such frigid conceits upon namesj 
selected from the poets of the middW age*. . 
. ftfAo, my girt, weulipass it iy t 

Surely wither you nor If] What a finish he gives to the, pic- 
ture by the simple exclamation of the original ! In these deli* 
cate turns he is inimitable; and yet, hear what a tf tench 
translator says on the passage :." This conclusion, appealed tor 
me too trifling after such a description, and I thought proper tor 
add somewhat to the strength of the original*'' 



«V 
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ODE XX. 

One day, the Muses twin'd the hands 
Of baby Love, with flow'ry bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 



His 



• By this* allegory of the Moses making Cupid the prisoner of 
Beauty, Anacreon seems to insinuate the softening influence^ 
which a cultivation of poetry has over the mind, in making it 
peculiarly .susceptible to the impressions of beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philosopher Plato, 
which is found in the third book of Diogenes Laertius, the 
Muses are made to disavow all the influence of Love. 
'A Kvvpif M«ra«ffj, xopcma ran ApfoZtrat 

TifMT n rot Epura fi/AftH t$OV\t<TOfAat. 

4 At Motraj vori Kvirf iy. Agu ret f»/jw\x rmrr* 
'H/Aiy « vnrsrott mro ro vetiZtgiw. 
u Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids ;" 

Thus to the Muses spoke the Queen of Charms*— 
*' Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades, 
" And make your grove $e camp of Paphian arms !" 

"No/ 
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His mother comes with man; a toy, 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 



His 



u No," said the virgins of the tuneful bower, 
" We scorn thine own and all thy urchin's art ; 

* 4 Though Mars has trembled at the infant's powery 
" His shaft is pointless o'er a Muse's heart !" 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought of which 
was suggested by this ode. 

Scherzava dentro all' auree chiome Amore 

Dell' alma donna della vita mia : 
£ tanto era il piacer ch' ei ne sentia, 

Che non sapea, ne* volea uscirne fore. 
Quando ecco ivi annodar si sente. il core, 

Si, che per forza ancor convien che stia t 
Tai lacci alta bcliate orditi avia 

Del crespo crin, per farsi eterno onore. 
Onde offre infin dal ciel degna mercedc, 

A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 

Da tanti nodi, in ch' ella stretto il vede. 
Ma ei vinto a due occhi l'arme cede : 

Et t'aflatichi indarno, Citerea ; 

Che s/ altri 1 scioglie, egli a legar si xiedc* 



Love, 
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His mother auea, but all in vain ! 
He ne'er will leave hW chains again. 



Nkjy 



Love, wandering through the golden maze 

Ofmy beloved's hair, * 
Tiao'd every lock w ith fond delays. 

And, doting, ]ing«r*d there. 
And soon he found *t were vain to fly, 

His heart was close confin'd \ 
And every curlet was a tie, 

A chain by beauty twin'd. 
Now Venus seeks her boy's release, 

With ransom from above : 
But, Venus ! let thy efforts cease. 

For Lojre 's the slave of love. 
And, should we loose his golden chain, 
The prisoner would return again ! 

flij mother comes , -with many a toy, 

To ransom her beloved boy 5 csfcJ] Venus thus proclaims the 
reward for her fugitive child in the first idyll of Moschus : 

f O fuovrmt yif*» JJfw, 
M**fo rot, ro fito/Mi to KwrfiJoj. *v y atfttyrn vtw 

Ov <f»jW» TO f jfeptfj TO y If flttj MM V\W «$«»., 

. . On t . 
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Nay, should they take his chains away, 

The little captive still would stay. . 

" If this/' he cries, " a bondage be, 

u Who could wish for liberty !'• ") 



On him, who the haunts of my Cupid can show,. 
A kiss of the tenderest stamp I 'U bestow ; 
But he, who can-bring me the wanderer here, ■ 
^ Shall have something more rapturous, something more dear. 

This " something more" is the quidquid pose oscula dulce of 
Secundus. . 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these extt^ 
ordinary lines : 

HSvjbtitaf Avaxptar 
HSv/mXd* &i ta*$» . . 

ILvfaflXOy ro It fMl fUXHL 

£y<y*ip<*<y<tt nt i7x«Of 

Tdt rpiat ravr* /*•* Zwu 

Km Atwwos ttnXQa* •) 

Kan Tiapm vapaxpoos 

K«i avrot Eptt xo9 iviiir. 

These lines, which appear to me to have as little sense as 
metre, are most probably the interpolation of the transcriber. 
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ODE XXL 

Observe, when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 
And then the dewy cordial* give*: 
To evYy thirsty plant that lives. 



The 



The commentators who have endeavoured to throw the 
chains of precision over the spirit of this beautiful trifle, require 
too much from Anacreontic philosophy. Monsieur Gail very 
wisely thinks that the poet uses the epithet /titetvn, because 
black earth absorbs moisture more quickly than any other ; and 
accordingly he indulges us with an experimental disquisition on 
the subject. See Gail's notes. 

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode, in an epitaph on a 
drunkard : 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic Imbrifer arcus 
Sic teltus pluvias sole pfcrusta bibit. 
- Sic bibit assidue fontes et flumina Pontus, 
Sic semper sitiens Sol maris haunt aquas* 
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The vapours, which at evening weep, 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 

Ana 

' Ne te igitur jactes plus -me, SUcne, bibisse ; 
£t mihi da victas tu quoque, Bacche, manus. 

Hippolytus Capihipus. 

While life was rnitte, the little hour 

In drinking still unvaried flew ; 
I drank* as earth imbibes the shower, 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; * 

As ocean quaffs the rivers up, 

' Oi flushing sun inhales the sea-: 
Silemis trembled- at my cup, 

And Bacchus was outdone by me ! 

I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shakespeare, 
where the thoughts of the ode before us are' preserved with such 
striking similitude : 

TIMON, ACT IV. 

1 11 example you with thievery. 
The sun 's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea. The moon 's an arrant thie^ 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun* 
The sea 's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 

The- 
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And when the rosy sun appear*, 
He drinks the ocean's misty tears* 
i The moon too quaffs her paly stream 
-Of lustr e fr om the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 
Since Nature's hqly law is drinking ; 
I 'U make tb«.law»of nature mine} 
And pledge the universe in wine ! 



The mounds into salt tears. The earth 's a thie/, 
That feeds, and breeds by a con#»>Uire sjoVa 
JRrom general cxcrecaenu. 
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ODE XXII. 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the storta, 

Was once a weeping matron's form ; 

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid,. 

Is now a swallow id the shade. 

Oht 

Ogibie, in his Essay on the Lyric Poetry of the Ancients, hi 
Temarking upon the odes of Anacreon, says, " In some of hit 
pieces there is exuberance and even wildness of imagination; 
in that particularly, which is addressed to a young girl, where 
he wishes alternately to be transformed to a mirror, a coat, a 
stream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, for the different put-' 
poses which he recites ; this is mere sport and wantonness." 

It is the wantonness however of a very graceful Muse ; Iodic 
amabiliter. The compliment of this ode is exquisitely deli- 
cate, and so singular for the period in which Anacreon lived, 
when the scale -of love had not yet been graduated into all its 
little progressive refinements, -that- if we were inclined to 
question the authenticity of the poem, we should find a much 
4nore4>lausible argument m the fcattwes of -modern gallantry 

whicb 
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Ofa ! that a mirror's form were mine, 
To sparkle with that smile divine ; 
And like my heart I then should be, 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 



Or 



which it bean, than in any of those fastidious conjectures upon 
which some commentators have presumed so far, Degen 
thinks it spurious, and De Pauw pronounces it to be miserable, 
longepicrre and Barnes refer us to several imitations of this 
ode, from which I shall only select an epigram of Dionysius: 

Agotp.ny\, xofutaut r«0iffi %iovi0Jf. 
£iOt sfwoy «yi*>/AW XiVxoxgoor, *${& (j* ypptt 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 

To wanton o'er thy mazy vest ; 
And thou wouldst ope thy bosom-veil* 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

<? wish I might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower, 
, And place me on that breast of snow, 

Where I ahould bloom, a wintry flower, 

I wish 
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Or were I, love, the robe which flows 
O'er every charm that secret glows, 
In many a lucid fold to swim, 
And cling and grow to every limb ! 



I wish I were the lily's leaf, 

To- fade upon that bosom warm; . 
.There I should wither, pale and brief, 
The trophy of thy falner form ! 

Allow me to add, that Plato has expressed as fanciful a wish 
ia a distich preserved by Laertius : 

Ovpxvts, &t woXXots op,/**** us ?i 0Ai*«* 
TO STELLA. 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sky ? 

Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere, 
And evety star should be an eye, 
To wonder on thy beauties here! t 

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to 
justify himself for his verses on Critias and Charinus* See hi* 
Apology, where he also adduces the example of Anacreon ;. 
" Fecere tatrten et alii talia, ct si voa ignpratis, apud Grace* 
Teius quidam, &c. &c." 

vol. u i Oh! 



tm OMT Of MSWOKWam* 

Oh! cWdl, ad*ertpea«let^^avt^ 
Thy waraJyHBaellowiBf beautafrfop* 
Or float as perfume e» thine hair, 
And breathe my soul in< fragpano* there ! 
„Xwi«h 1 were the zaatv that lies; 
Warm to thy breast* and feels its sighs L . 
Or like those &mow pearls that show 
So faintly round thai neck, of ^aow,* 

J wish 1 were the zotte, that Iim 

Warm to thy breaft* a*d»JkeJs it* ughi. l\ ThU t*««WU ft 
riband, or ban.4* as*" tod. by the Rojaas^fasriaxandnSjrophium, 
which the women wore for the purpose of restraining the exu- 
berance of the bosom. Vide Polluc. Onomast. Thus Martial : 

Fasqft «f ejcMA** dormiw* cmpta* pa^Us. 
The women of Greece nor only wore' tbir £one, but con- 
demned themselves to fasting-, an* made tree of certain drugs 
SMd^owitesv HrnHsm same? purpose To tftese oiipedfents tltey 
war&compeftktdV in* ctttteqsftfice of dsssy tatteganfc ftfahiflft of? 
iftiBHWuniui^ the waist ins*a wy narrow compaw?, which »e~ 
9umadAf caugtd jm flaooBsis/tf tudMi^ i* th» bpsoaw SeeEtic** 
corides, lib. t. 
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Yes, I would be a happy gem, 
like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more woirid thy Anacredn be ? 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those airy fee*— 
„ Thus to be presrfd by thee went a*teet ! 

Nay, sandals for those airy feet— 

Thus to he prette fy fto* <a*?# s*e&/} Tfe# *tf fiist Pfeilo- 
stratus, in one of his love-letters, has borrowed this thought ; 
m octroi eoSir. « xaXXot iXtvdfpof . « rpm&eufAmt tyot xau fjuxxeipot 
tarcarrxTtrt /m. n Oh lovely feet ! oh excellent beauty! oh ! 
thrice happy and blessed should I bej if thou woutdst but treftjf 
on rne !" Ih Shafcespeare, Romeo desires to be a glove ; 
Oh ! that" T we*e a gfove upon that hand, 
That I might kiss that cheek ! 
And, in his Passionate* Pilgrim, we meet with an Idea somewhat 
like that of the thirteenth line* • 

He, spying tor? bauott in, wtoer* as h« stood, 
"O Jove!" quo* she, "why wa* not la flood ?* 
Tn Burton's Anatdmy'of Melancholy, that whimsical farrago 
of" all such reading as* was never read," there is a veryoW 
Crahslatibn of this ode, before 163 a. "' Englished' by Ml*. B! 
Holiday in bis*Te*Chnbg. det r. scene f^ 
I 2 
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ODE xxm. 

I often wish this languid lyre, ' 
This warbler of my soul's desire/ 
Could raise the breath of song sublime, 
To men of fame, in former time* 



This ode is first in the series of all the editions, and is thought 
to be peculiarly designed as an introduction to the rest; it 
however characterizes the genius of the Teian but very inade- 
quately, as wine, the burden of his lays, is not even mentioned 
in it. 

cum multo Venerem confundere mero 
Frecepit Lyrici Teia Musa senis. Ovid. 

The twenty-sixth Ode <rv /mi Uyus t« ©nCm*, might, with as 
much propriety, be the harbinger of his songs. . 

Bion has expressed the sentiments of the ode before us with 
much simplicity in his fourth idyll. I have given it rather pa- 
raph rastically 5 it has been so frequently trans' a ted, that I 
could not otherwise avoid triteness and repetition. 

. 1 ' But 
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•T i ■ . sap 

But when the soaring theme 1 try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 
4t Our sighs are given to love alone !" 
Indignarit at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away, 

Attun'd them to a nobler swell, 

.\ .... • 

And struck again the breathing shell; 
In all the glow of epic fire, 
To Hercules I wake the lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
41 The tale of love aloue is sweet !" 

Then 

In all the glow of epicjtre, 

To Hercules I wake the lyre f] Madame Dacicr generally 
translates Avp* into a lute, which I believe is rather inaccurate. 
" D'expliquer la lyre des anciens (says Monsieur Sorel) par uti 
luth, e'est ignorer la difference qu'il y a entre ces deux instru- 
ment de mustque." Bibliotheque Fran^ise. 

But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

*' The tale of love alone is sweet /"] The word «>ri? xtu, in 
1 3 the 
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Then fare thee welJ, reductive dream, 
That mad'rt me follow Glory's theme ; 
For thou my lyre, aod thou my heart, 
Shall never more m spirit part ; 
And thou the flame shalt feel as foell 
As thou the flame shak sweetly tdH 

the original, may imply that kind of musical dialogue prac- 
tised by the ancients, in which the lyre was made to respond 
to the questions proposed by the singer. This was a tnefhod 
which Sappho used, as we are told bytfennogencs: " qren 
rr.» kopctv iprr* £o*f* xcu i/rcu ctvrn amxpirnrrai" IIi£i *$•**. 
Top. tor. 
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To all tfa* breathe ike am «f team, 
Some boon of strength has Nature 'ghtoilt 
When the majestic bull *«tt fc«m, 
She fefic'd his brow with wreathed horn. 

She 

ffcnry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the fol* 

Provida dat cuncus Jftmjra^nitfiantftws fttraa, 

Et sua temfiMutn pesstitet anna -genus, 
Ungulaque ut defeedh eQuuwi, atcfve-ut cornoa tafrrum, 

Armata est forra*4iemkm pufchra*»A. 

Aftd^he «wieHhdtt^it^«c»w in **se 4iae>, spdfceA fey Cb- 
riseamJtestortftto: 

Cosi noi la bellezza 

Ch'e* vertu nostra cosi propria, tome 

TLa'foraa del leone 

€ J<mge^»-ae 4*buetno« 

i 4 The 
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She arm'd the courser's foot of air, 
And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of tenor, 
And, on the ocean's crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumbered scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the umbrage of the grove, 
She plum'd the warbling world of love. 
y To man she gave the flame refin'd, 
The spark of heav'n — a thinking mind ! 



And 



The ljon boasts his savage powers, 
And lordly man his strength of mind ; 

But beauty's charm is solely ours, 
Peculiar boon, by Heav'n assigned I 

. f* An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode (says 
Degen) may be found in Grimm en den Anmerkk. Vebeit 
cinige Oden des Anakr." 

To man she g*ve the flame refin'd f 

the spark of heav'n— a thinking mind/] In my first attempt 
to translate this ode, 1 ha4 interpreted f fom/*«, with Baxter 

and 
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And had she no surpassing treasure/ 
For thee, oh woman ! child of pleasure i 
She gave thee beauty— ^shaft of eyes, 
That every shaft of war outflies ! 
She gave thee beauty— blush of fire, 
That bids the flames of war retire J 

Woman ! 

and Barnes, as implying courage and military virtue ; but I dot 
not think that the gallantry of the idea suffers by the import 
which I have now given to it. For, why need we consider 
this possession of wisdom as exclusive ? and in truth, as the 
design of Anacreon is to estimate the treasure of beauty, above 
all the rest which Nature has distributed, it is perhaps even 
refining upon the delicacy of the compliment, to. prefer the 
radiance of female charms to the cold illumination of wisdom, 
and prudence; and to think that women's eyes are . 

— — — the books, the academies, . 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 
She gave thee Beauty — shaft of eyes. 

That every shaft of mar out/lies/] Thus Achilles 'Hitiust 
xaXXof o£t;ri£oy nrguaxu 0iA** xoy .$<* r«v ofOoXjctjy ut rnt 
4>v;p» x«r*ff u t O$0«\uof 7*g oSw *$tm>w f§*vpim> " Beauty 

wounds 



wesagggaBaaBBaeyniiBniiM' mm 1 iii'iii uwifiaa—— 
Woman! fce&ir, we ttmst *<fore &ee ; 
Smile, mod « wotld is weak More tbeet 

wounds more swiftly than the arrow, and passes through rffae 
eye to the very soul ; for the eye is the inlet tt> the wounds of 
love." 

Woman / if /air, we must afore thee ; 

Smile, and a world is weak before thee f] Longepierre's re- 
ttttk bore is very ingenious : " The Romans," says he, 
« were so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used 
a w»Pd implying strength in the place of the epkhetbcuotifiifc 
Vitus £bM*m, act a. scene z. Bacchid. 

Sed Bacchis etiam fortis tibi visa. 

« Fortis, id est formpsa/ saj Scrvius and Nonius.^ 
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ODE XXV, 

Once in each revolving year, 
Gentle bird ! we find thee liere. 
When Nature wears her summer-vest, 
Thou com'st to weave thy simple nestj * 
But when the chilling miter lowers, 
Agaiq thou .geek'st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunpy Jbo#cs of yqrdycesmtte. £ 

This is another ode ridiesttdfo tfecfiwaltar. Alberti has 
imitated both in one paem, b eg in n i ng 



Perch* io pianga al tuo canto 
RondiaeHa hnfcomma, %e« 



And 
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And tlius thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas ! unlike the plumed loves 
That linger in this hapless breast, 
And never, never change their nest ! 



Still 



jtlas ! unlike the plumed loves 
That linger in this hapless breast) 

And never* never change their nest /] Thus Love Is repre- 
sented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre from the 
Anthologia : 

Am /tpt $vn$ /Mi iv ««ffpr «£•# ifksros,, 

OfA.f*.<i 3i nya, voOotr to <g&vxv detxfu Qtgth 
Ou5* ti vv%, ov p\fffos txoifAt<ni,'alX wo QtXrgw. 

H\wm xgeth* <pt»rot tnrirvwos. 
£1 oravoii fir* xcu wot' •<p.<rrduj9*i /*« f£*>rtf 
OiJfcr*, «t»o«TrnrcM $' *& ©W Uty^ntv \ 

T is Love that murmurs in my breast, 

And makes me shed the secret tear ; 
Nor day nor night my heart has rest, 

For night and day his voice! heat. 

A wound within my heart I find. 
And oh ! 't is plain where Love has been ; 
* *^ For still he leaves a wound behind, 
Such as within my heart is seen. 

Obird 
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Still every year, and all the year, 
A flight of loves engender here ; 
And some their infant plumage try, 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the shell, impregn'd with fires, 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping, 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, like the vernal groves, 
Resounds with little warbling loves ; 
One urchin imps die other's feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have learn'd to soar, 
The wanton babies teem with more* 



O bird of Love ! with song so drear, 
Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 

Oh ! let the wing which brought thee here, 
In pity waft thee hence again ! 



But 



13$ tttflft 0* Attttffiftffc 

But is there* titeo ii* kiftcBy ar^ 
To chase these eupids ffoatt «y heart ? 
No, no ! I fear, afi»!' f few 
They will for evtr nestle ht/ne I 



Thy harp may sing of Troy's alarms, 
Or tell thttele of Tke*Nm araisr ; 
With other wars my song shalf bom, 
lor other wounds ray barp shall mourn* 
T was not the crested warrior^ dart, 
'Which drank the current of my heart ; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed, 
Have made this vanquished bosom bleed ; 
No— from an eye of liquid blue, 
A host of quiver'd cupids flew ; 
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ODE XXVI. 



And 



«« The German poet Uz has imitated this ode. Compare also 
Weisse Scherz. Ltcder. lib. iii. der SoldaU" Gail, Degeiu 
No-~from an eye of liquid blue, 

A host of quiver* d cufidtJUvi ;] Longepienc has quoted part 

of 
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And now my heart all bleeding lies 

Beneath this army of the eyes ! 

> 
•f an epigram from the seventh book of the Anthologia, which* 
has a fancy something like this : , 

———On fjA XitaQtff • 

Archer Love ! though slily creeping, 

Well I know where tbou dost lie : 
1 saw thee through the curtain peeping, 

That fringes Zeoophelia's eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of the eyes, 
tut few have turned the thought so naturally as Anacreon. 
Ronsard gives to the eyes of his mistress " un petit camp 
tfamours/' 



offflf 6¥ &frAttttf9#. ' l5& 

^wimriri- ■ - ■ • i • „ r i t- • ni , - , , - r-m ■ « 
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We read the jfcing courser* name , 

Upon his side in marks of flame ; 

And, by their v turban'd brows alone, .. 

The warriors of the 'East are Known* ' 

But io the lover's flowing eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies $ 

- "•< Through 

This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican MS. 
but I have conformed to the editions in translating them sepa- 
rately. 

" Compare with this (says ' Degen) the poem of Ramler 
Wahrzeichen der Liebe, in Lyr. Biumenlese, lib. iv. p. 313/' 

But mm the lowers glowing eyes, 

Tie inlet to his bosom lies ;] " We cannot see into the heart,* 
says Madame Dacier. But the lover answers — 

II cor nc gli occhi et ne la fronte ho scritto. 

voij. 1. x Monsieur 
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Through them we see the small faint nufrk, 
Where Love has dropp'd his burning spark ! 

Monsieur La Fosse his gtoa the following lines, as enlarg- 
ing on the thought of Anacreon : 

Lorsque je vois un aroant, 
II cache en vahi son tourment, 
A le trahir tout conspire, 
Salangueur, son embarras, 
Tout ce qu*n peut fairc ou drre, 
Mtine ct qu'il ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame which- in his bosom lies* 

His cheeks* confusion tells the tale, 
We read it in his languid eyes : 

And though ;his words the heart betray, 

His silence speaks e'en more than thej. 
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ODE XXVIIL 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire. 
The mate of her who nurs'd Desire 
Moulded the glowing steel* to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; , ( 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 
And Love (alas the victim-heart !) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 



Once, 



« This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I be- 
lieve,, was the author of that curious little work, called " Hex- 
ameron Rustiquc." He makes use of this, as well as the 
thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate explanation of Ho* 
mer's Cave of the Nymphs. Journee Quatrieme. 

Wk\U Lint (a/as the tnctim-heart !) 

Ttngti tgitb gall the burning dart 5] Thus Claudian— 

x a Xabttntttt 



\Q6f ©T>W OT ANXCREOV. 

Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
T was from the fipM of iyar he, rush'd, 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd ! 

- He 

Labuntur gemini fontes* hie dulcis, amaru9 . 

Alter, et infusis corrampit mella veneris, ' 

Unde Cupidincas arraavit fama sagittas. x 

In Cyprus' isle two rippling fountains fall, 
And one with honey flows, and one with gall? 
In the^, If we may take the tale front-fame, 

The son of. Venus -dips his darts of flame. 

r . . • • . • 

See the ninety-first emblem of Alciatus, on the dose cow* 
nexion which subsists between Sweets and bitterness. Apes 
i^teo pungunt (says Fetronius) quia tibi dulce, ibi et acidum 
invenies. 

The allegorical descrjptfon of Cupid*s*rrroloyment, in Horace^ 
may vie with this before us in fancy, though not in delicacy:; 

— -- 1 fcrus <t Cupldo "' 

.Semper ardehtea acuehssagittM' ' 
Cote ciuenta'. .. ,...-;. 

And Cupid, sharpening 'all his fiery darts, 
Vpon a wbttitonc stoiitfd with bitfod <>r heart?. 
r ' : ' . " ' Sccundos 
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mmmmmmaai 

He saw the mystic darts, and smil'd 
Derision on the archer-child. 
" And dost thou smile ?"- said little Love ; 
" Take this dart, and thou mayst prove, 
41 That though they pass the breeze's flight, 
. " My bolts are not so feathery light." 
He took the shaft— and oh! thy look, 
Sweet Venus ! when the shaft he took— 
He sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art; 
He sigh'd, in agony of heart, 
" It is aot light— I die with pain! 
* Take— take thy arrow foIck?&gain. ,, 
44 No/' said the child, " it must not be, 
44 That little dart was made for thee !" 

Secundns has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened the 
image by the omission of the epithet " cruentl :" 

Jailer an ankatc* acnetat coteiagitta* ?. Beg. i. 
X $ 
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ODE XXIX. 

Yes — loving is a painful thrill, 
And not to love mpre painful still ; 
But surely 'tis the worst of pain, 
To love, and not be IqvM again ! 

Affection 

Ytt—hvipg it a painful thrill, 

And not to love more painful still ; &f«.J • Monsieur Menage, 
in the fallowing Anacreontic, enforces the necessity of loving. 

Ilifi r«$tj» piXwraw. 
Tips ITirfoy AttfimXa 'Yirrwr. 
Mi«y« Sew/jut rut oojoW 
Xofirw 5a\ot 'Y«TT«, 
$jAimjcu)> to iraigi. 
<bt\ir>aaiy o< ffO<pi?ai. 
4>*Afiwt n/xiot cmgt 
To tixkok t* S«^f oyi<rxv, 
£wf ins «ep£ emwmu 

Ti 



Affection now has fled from earth, 
Nor fire of genius, light of birth, 
Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile 
From beauty's cheek one favouring smile. *• 

Gold 

Ti V tun ywoiT Epnot 5 
Axot* /*** if* +t»x« *• 
tlrtfviftwif us 0\vf+vv9 
KaTetxujMVtts tatufu* < 
Bpa&tat rirny/ftwoift 
BiXuaiv t|«ytifii* 
Tlvpi \ay.waXos Qcan* 
Pvir«ft<rif«f xadaif ti. 
QtU*jMi w 'YETTE, 

A3ix«« 3« Xo*Jof«m 
A71M ipunw %fAtn 
i Kaxw svf <\u*i to /*»«» 

4>iXmy n x«i $iX«i<r0*i. 
• This line is boi rowed from an epigram by Alphenstf 

Mitylenc: 

— . 4/t>xnf ir» Ef«* **wn. 

Menage, I think, says somewhere, that he was the first wh« 

produced this epigram *• the world. 

14 T# 



MO 






Gold is th<* Vrowan <s QftJy theme, - 
Gold is the^wJHW&wfy {beam, ', 
Oh! never b^.thatAvwic^foi^ven--^ 
Jorgive him not, i^diguaiit heaven] 



Whose 



TO PITIR DAKUL ITUETT, 

Thou ! of tunefuT tiafds *he first. 
Thou ! by all the graces nufsjt ; 
Friend ! each other Friend above, 
Come with me, Mno* learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore,. 
Graver men have learn'd before j 
Nay, the boast of former ages, 
Wisest of the wisest sages, 
Sophroniscus' prudent son, 
Was by love's illusion won, . 
Oh ! how heavy life would move, 
If we knew not how to. love I 
Love 's a whetstone to the mind j 
Thus 't is pointed, £husnefin*dV 
When the sou) dejected lies, 
Love can waft it to the slues j 



When 






Whose grovdfcig eyes cb^ld fir$t aAore, ■ 
Whose heart could ,pwit» lor aOrfid pfce« 
Since that deyoted thkst began* 
Man has forgot to fed for ;jn« 4- : . • * . 
The pulse of social life is dead, 
And all its fonder feelings fled ! 



When in languor sleeps the heart, 
Love can wake it with bis dart ; 
When the mind is dull and dark, 
Love can light it with his spark. 
Come, oh ! come then, let us haste 
All the bliss of love to taste ; , 
Let us love both night and day, 
Let us love our lives away ! < 

And when hearts, from loving free, 
(If indeed such hearts there be J 
Frown upon our gentle flame, 
And the sweet delusion blame 5 
This shall be my only curse, 
(Could I, could I wish them worse ?) 
May they ne*er the rapture prove 
Of the smile from lips we love I 



War 
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War loo has sullied Nature's charms, 
For gold provokes the world to arras I 
And oh! the worst of all its art, 
I feel it breaks the lover's heart t 
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ODE XXX. 

1 was in an airy dream of night, ■ 
I fancied that I wingM my flight 
On pinions fleeter than the wind, 
While little Love, whose feet were twin'd 
(1 know not why) with chains of lead, 
Pursued mfe as I trembling fled ; 
Pursued— and could I e'er have thought ?— 
Swift as the moment I wa3 caught ! 
What does the wanton fancy mean 
By such a strange, illusive scene ? 

Barnes imagines from this allegory, that our poet married 
very late in life. I do not perceive any thing in the ode which 
seems to allude to matrimony, except it be the lead upon the 
feet of Cupid ; and I must confess that I agree in the opinion 
of Madame Dacier, in her life of the poet, that he was always 
too fond of pleasure to marry. 

I fear 
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I fear she whispers to my breast, 
That you, my girl^ have^stol'n my rest ; 
That though my fancy, for a while, 
Has hung up many a woman's smile, 
I soon dissolv'fl the passing vow> 
And ne'er was caught by love till now! 
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ODE XXXT. 

Arm'j) with hyacmthine rod* ; 
(Arms enough for suck a god,) 
Cupid bade me wing my pace, 
And try with him the rapid race* 



. . ) 



OW 



The design of this little fiction is to .intimate, that much 
*scater pain attends insensibility than can. ever result from the 
tenderest impressions of love. • Longepicrre has quoted sin an- 
cient epigram (J do not know where he found it), which baa 
-some similitude to (his ode * . ; ,. .v 

I*cto composites, to prima silentia noctis 

Carpebam, et somno lumtna ticti dabara ; 
*Cum me s*vus Amor prensum, siirsumqut capilHr ' - l 

Excitat^'et lace mm pehrigilare jiibct* 
Tu famulus meus, inquit, ames enm mille pudlas, *' < - 

Solus Io, solus, dure jactre potes ? •*••:.• 5 

•Exilio et pedibu* nudis, tonilaqa^sorata, * - 

'©mne iter impedk>> jwillttmiter «jipedto« •'- -*-•*- - '• * 

rfttDC 
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y . . " .. " ' i ■ 

O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 
By tangled brake and pendent steep, 

• « — v — 

Nunc propero, nunc ire piget ; rursurnquc rety're 

Poenitet ; et pudor est stare via media. 
Ecce tacent voces hominum, strepitusque ferarum, 

Et volucrum cantus,' turbaque fida canurn. 
Solus ego ex cunctis paveo somnumque tommque* 

Et sequor imporium, saeve Cupido, tuum. / 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound, 

'. My languid eyes ih magic slumber bound, 
"When Cupid came and snatch'd me from my bed, 

. And forc'd me many a weary way to tread. 
" What t (said the god,) shall you, whose vows are knows, 

- ** Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone ?** 

« I rise and follow ; all the night I stray, - 
Unsheltered, trembling, doubtful of my way, 
Tracing with nafoed foot the painful track, 
Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. N « 

Yes, atihat hour, when Nature seems iaterr'd, • 
Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard; . 4 . 

1, 1 alone, a fugitive from rest. 

Passion my guide, and madness in ray breast, . ; . ,. ,. s 
Wander the world around, unknowing where, 
The slave of love, the victim of despair ! 

With 
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With weary foot I panting flew, 
My brow inras chill with drops of dew* 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip Was faintly flying ; 

My brow was chill with drops of Jew.] I have Mowed those • 
who read rupn %w for mtg*v vtyt ; the former is partly au- 
thorized by the MS. which reads ouptv ftf«f. 

And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 

To my lip was faintly flying ; &V.] In the original, he says, 
V» heart flew to his nose ; but our manner mote naturally 
transfers it to the lips. Such is the effect that Plato tells us 
he felt from a kiss, in a distich! quoted by Aulus Gellius i 

Whene'er thy nectarM kiss 1 Sip/ v 

And drink thy breath, in melting twin*, 
My soul then flutters to my Hft : ' »> , 
Ready to fly and mix with thftfe. ° • 
Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in which 
we find many of those mignardises of expression, which mark 

<tfaecficfniBatien of the Latin language. 

• • r -»i" ^ ■ 
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And now I thought the spark 1»3 ftcd, 
When Cupid lidveFd d'er my head/ 
And fanning light his breezy ptnriie, "- 

RecalTd me from iny Jariguid gldoiri4* 
Then said* jta accents ialf-^eprqyii?g, . „ 

^ Why hart thou tees a foe to lowing ?" 

And fanning Rg*t hit Irerz.^ flumtf •. ^ /., .-.„. ... 

itotxtftf j*r/r?*r j*jt l<nigui4gbm J " The fccil»ty with which 
Cupid recovers hmv sigflifoa that the sweets, pfjow makeu*- 
easily: forget any solicitudes - which be may gec^oa." ^La-Forae. 
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ODE XXXII. 

Strew roe a breathing bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 
And while in luxury's dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! ' 



"We here have the poet, in his true attribute!, reclining upon 
myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some interpreters 
have ruined the picture by making £p«s the name of his slave. 
-None but Love should fill the goblet of Anacreon. Sappho 
has assigned this office to Venus, in a fragment, ExQi, Kvwpt, 
jtfvttjaiow tf xvXfMiwjy bGpoit <rv/u,f4.t/j.t<//j,tf<» §a\iatfft rixrtff 

♦J>0^0«<T4 TVTQKTl TOlf iT(tlgOlt t/XOlt *f% KM ffQit, 

Which may be thus paraphrased : 

Hither, Venus ! queen of kisses, 
This shall be the night of blisses I 
This the night, to friendship dear, 
Thou shalt be our Hebe here. 
Fill the golden brimmer high, 
Let it sparkle like thine eye ! 
. VOL. I. h Bkl 
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In this delicious hour of joy, 

Young Love shall be my goblet-boy^ 

Folding his little golden vest, 

With cinctures, round his snowy breast, 

Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 

Our life is hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust, to feed the wind, 

Is all the trace 't will leave behind. 



Bid the rosy current gusb, 
Let it mantle like thy blush 1 
Venus! hast thou e'er above 
Seen a feast so rich in love ? 
'Not a soul that is not mine ! 
Not a soul that is not thine ! 

** Compare with this ode (says the German commentator) 
the beautifur^cem in Ramler's Lyr. <Blumcnlese, lib. iy. p. 296. 
•Amor als Dienei/* 

Why 
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Why do we shed the rose's bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb ? 
Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath, 
Affect the slumbering chill of death ? , 
No, no; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing, 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing; 
Now let the rose, with blush of fire, 
Upon ray brow its scent -expire ; 
And bring the nymph with floating eye, 
Oh! she will teach me how to die! 
Yes, Cupid! ere my soul retire, 
To join the blest elysian choir, 
With wine, and love, arid blisses dear, 
I 'il make ury own elysium here J 



t t 
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ODE XXXIII. 

T was noon of night, when round the pole 

The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 

And mortals, wearied with the day, 

Are slumbering all their cares away : 

An infant, at that dreary hour, 

Came weeping to my silent bower, 

Monsieur Bernard, the author of I'Art d'aimer, has written 
a ballet called " Les Surprises de l'Amour," in which the 
s ubject of the third entree is Anacreon, and the story of this 
ode suggests one of the scenes. CEuvrcs de Bernard. Anac. 
ccene 4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by TJz, 
lib. iii. " Amor und sein Bruder," and a poem of Klcist die 
Heilung. La Fontaine has translated, or rather imitated, this 
«de. 

And 
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And wak'd me with a piteous prayer, 
To save him from the midnight air ! 
" And who art thou," I waking cry, 
" That bid'st my blissful visions fly l" 
u O gentle sire !" the infant said, 
" In pity take me to thy shed ; 
i€ Nor fear deceit : a lonely child, 
" I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 
" Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
" Illumes the drear and misty way 1" 
I hear the baby's tale of woe ; • 
I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 
And sighing for his piteous fate, 
I trimm'd my lamp and op'd the gate* 

*' And tvha art thou" f <a*ak*ng cry, 

" That bid'st my bfissful visions fiy ?"] Anacreon appears to 
have been a voluptuary even in dreaming, by the lively regret 
which he expresses at being disturbed from his visionary en- 
joyment*. See the odes x. and xxxvii. 

L 3 Twas 
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T was Love ! the Hide wandering sprite, 
His pinion sparkled through the night ! 
I knew him by his bow and dart ; 
I knew him by my fluttering heart J 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying embers* eheeritag blaze ; • ' 
Press from his dank and clinging hai* 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 
And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears a\?ay ; 
'* I pray thee/' said the wanton child,. 
(My bosom trembled as he smil'd,) 
" I pray thee let me try my bow, 
' N For through the rain I 've wandered so, 

Twat Love! the Kale toanderhg sprite, Sf<?J See the beai»- 
tiful description of Cupid, by Moscbus, in bis first idyll. 

" That 
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u That much I fear> the ceaseless shower 
u Has injur'd it* elastic power." ' 
The fatal bow the urchin drew j; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew ;; 
Oh! swift it flew as glancing flame*. 
And to my Very soul it came •' 
" Fare thee well," I heard him say,, 
As laughing wild he wing'd away * r 
" Fare thee well, for now I know 
" The rain has not relax'd my bow;. 
" It still can send a madd'ning dart, 
44 As thou shalt own with all thy heart!"' 



t* 
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ODE XXXIV. 

Oh thou, of all creation blest, . , 

Sweet insect ! that delight'st to rest . 
Upori the wild wood's leafy tops, 
To drink the dew that morning drops, 

And 

Father Rapin, in a Latin ode addressed to the grasshopper, 
fcat preserved some of the thoughts of our author : 

O quae virenti graminis in toio, 
Cicada, blande sidis, et herbidos 

Saltus oberras, otioscs 

Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 
Seu forte adultis floribus incubas, 
Cceli caducis ebria fletibus, &c# 

. Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature's vernal hand has spread, 
Reclinest soft, and tun'st thy song, 
The dewy herbs and leaves among ! 

Whtthtr 
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And chirp thy song with such a glee, 
That happiest kings may envy thee ! 
Whatever decks the velvet field, 
Whate'er the circling seasons yield. 
Whatever buds, whatever blows, 
For thee it buds, for thee its grows. 
Nor yet art thou the peasant's fear, 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 



Whether thou ly'st on springing flowers, 
Drunk with the balmy morning-showers, 
Or, &c 

See what Licetus says about grasshoppers, cap. 93 and 185. 

And chirp thy song with such a glee, &C."} " Some authors 
have affirmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only male 
grasshoppers which sing, and that the females are silent ; and 
on this circumstance is founded a bon-mot of Xenarchus, the 
comic poet, who says ttr' un» hi nrliyif «x tvZou/xons, «» rat* 
Ywatfjy bi' ort •» $mt%s m ; ' are not the grasshoppers happy 
in having dumb wives* ?" This note is originally Henry Ste- 
phens; but I chose rather to make Madame Dacier my autho- 
rity for it. 

For 
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For thou art mild as matin dew, 
And still, when summer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet, prophetic strain we hear. 
And blessf the notes, and thee revere !: 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone;' 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
- *Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 
'Tis he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 

Tki Mutes love tfy ihrilly tone ; &c\ Phile, dc Animal. Pro- 
prietat calls this insect Mwrous QiXos, the darling of the Musei, 
and Mmfftn opviv, the bird of the Muses ; and we find' Plato 
compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper, in the following 
punning lines of Timon, preserved by Diogenes feiertius : 

T«y tsarrtn $' wywro faXttrvraroT, aXK* ayogrirnt 
Hfotvnt rtrli^iv t<Toyp*<pos, QiQ'txadn/t* 
AivQpi* i<pt^o/j,tvoi ova Aupioiowy ki<h. 

. This last line is borrowed from Homer's Iliad, f . where 
there occurs the very same simile 

Unworn- 
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■" ■*■■■■ 

Unworn by age's dim decline, 
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect ! child of earth ! 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth - r 
Exempt from every weak decay, 
That withers vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is pass'd by thee, 
Thou seem'st— a little deity ! 

Mehdmus insect ! child of earth f] Longepterre has quoted the 
two first lines of an epigram of Antipater, from the first book 
of the Anthologia, where he prefers the grasshopper to tfifc- 
swan. 

Afxij rtrliyas /cu0w*i fyo<r©*, «XXs viomt 
Aii5i/» xvxrtn *m yt*ft»nrtfo$. 

In dew, that drops from morning's wing% 

The gay Cicada sipping floats ; 
An& drank with dew his matin sing* 

Sweeter than any cygnet'* notes. 
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ODE XXXV. 

Cupid once upon a bed 
Of roses laid his weary head ; 
Luckless urchin, not to see . 
Within the leaves a slumbering bee J 



The- 



Theocritus has imitated this beautiful odVin his nineteenth 
idyll, but is very inferior, I think, to his original, in delicacy of 
^point and naivete of expression. Spenser, in one of his smaller 
compositions, has sported more diffusely on the same subject. 
The poem to which I allude, begins thus : 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly Slumbering 

All in his mother's lap ; > 

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 
About him flew by hap, &c. fire. 

In Almeloveen's collection of epigrams, there is one by 
Luxorius, correspondent somewhat with the.tumof Anacreon* 
where Love complains to his mother of being wounded by * 
rose. 

The 
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The bee awak'd — with anger wild 
The bee awak'd, and stung die child. 
JLoud and piteous are his cries ; 
To Venus quick he runs, he flies ! 



"Oh 



The ode before us is the very flower of simplicity. The in- 
fantine complainings of the little god, and the natural and im- 
pressive reflections which they draw from Venus, are beauties 
of inimitable grace. I hope I shall be pardoned for introducing 
another Greek Anacreontic of Monsieur Menage, not for its 
similitude to the subject of this ode, but for some feint traces 
of this natural simplicity, which it appears to me to have pre- 
served : 

- Epdf nor 9 iy %opti(ttt 

T«y ftttfdcyikw ourrof 
Tu» fiA\ f iXw Kopjyyof 
'ft* ii&ey, «f tspos avrnt 
Upoaitipai/tAt' Tfa^Xw 

4>iX« fJA, jc&irri£, «iri. 
KaXtf^iyr) K.optnct 9 
MuTnf, tpvApiafyt, 
*ftj vj*p$tros /Mv s<r*. 
K' avros $1 Ivty^ipcLiwii 
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" Oh mother !~I am wounded through — 
41 I die with pain— in sooth I do ! 
" Stung by some little angry thing, 
** Some serpent on a tiny wing*— 



" A iee 



E<yw it 01 xMparxt, 
Kmrptp ri x«j Kofitwri 

Km oj fStarorrif 

sAi dancing o'er the enamell'd plain, 
The flowiet of the virgin train, 
My soul's Corinna lightly plsey'd^ 
"Young Cupid saw the. graceful maid ; 
He saw, and in a moment flew. 
And round her neck his arrns he threw ^ 
And said, with smiles of infant joy, 
€( Oh ! kiss me, : mother, kiss thy boy !" 
■Unconscious of a mother's name, 
'^The modest virgin blush'd with shame 1 
And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision could be so deceiving, 
Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame, 
The little infrnt blushed with shame. 



«Bc 
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" A bee it was— for once, I know 
" I heard a rustic call it so*" 
Thus he spoke, and she Che while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 
Then said, " My infant, if so mudh 
" Thou feel the little wild-bee's touch, 
" How must the heart, ah Cupid! be, 
" The hapless heart that 's -stung by thee !" 



" Be not asham'd, my boy," 1 cried, 

For I was lingering by his side ; 

* c Coririna and thy lovely mother, 

" Believe me, are so like each other, i 

*' That clearest eyes are oft betray'd, 

*' And take thy Venus for the maid." 

Zitto, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has translated this ode of 
Anacreon, 
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